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MAZEPPA NO. 2 

THE BOY FIRE COMPANY OF CARLTON 
OR, PLUCKY WORK ON LADDER AND LINE 

By EX-FIRE CHIEF WARDEN 



CHAPTER I. — "Oh, the Tower Falls!" 

On a dark night some years ago three young 
men were on the main street of Carlton House, 
the leading hotel of the place. They seemed to 
be quite excited over something "that had hap- 
pened inside the hotel. One was particularly 
angry. 

"Why did you interefere?" he said to his com- 
panions. "I would have given him the thrashing 
he deserved, the young whelp!" 

"Keep cool, Al, Had we permitted you to attack 
him in there, her name would have been mixed up 
in it, and that wo^d not do, you know," 

"No, of course not," assented the third young 
man. 

"That would do her no harm," angrily replied 
the first young man. "Here he comes now! 
Hands off, and I'll give him what he deserves," 
and he fairly hissed the words as he gazed at a 
medium-sized youth of eighteen coming out of the 
hotel 

The youth was of shapely build, with a frank, 
maniy air about him and laughing blue eyes. He 
was plainly dressed, but carried nimself like one 
who feared nothing in all the wide world. As he 
descended to the sidewalk he went in the direc- 
tion of the three young men some fifty feet away 
from the hotel 'entrance. The angry young man 
sprang forward as he approached, exclaiming in 
low, hissing tones: 

"This is for you, Tom Hazenl" and with the 
last word dealt him a blow squarely between the 
eyes. 

The vouth staggered backward under the force 
of the blow. But he recovered in an instant and 
sprang forward with the agility of a tiger. 

Clang! Clang! Clang! A great bell in the 
heart of the city is struck three times. At the 
first stroke the youlh came 'to a full stop, as if 
suddenly rooted to the spot, and seemed to be 
listening. At the second he bounded forward, 
dealt his foe a terrific blow on the right cheek, 
and then darted off across the street and disap- 
peared in the shadow of the houses over there. 
The blow downed the young man, But he sprang 
to his feet only to be caught and held by his 
two companions. 

"Release Me!" he hoarsely cried, struggling to 
get away from them. "Let me go after him! 
I'll have it out with the young whelp or die!" 



"Keep quiet, Al," urged one of his two friends, 
"He has gone to his fire company. What show 
would you have there ? They would tear you 
limb from limb!" 

The exchange of blows was made so quickly 
that none but the four interested ones knew of it. 
But the clanging of the great fire bell caused 
everybody in the hotel to rush out and eagerly 
gaze about for the whereabouts of the fire. The 
three strokes told in which ward the fire was, 
and those who understood the signals looked in 
the direction of the south side of the city. Just 
as they caught a glimpse of a bright glare in 
that direction a roar was heard up the street. 

"Look out! Keep clear of the street!" cried 
a voice on the sidewalk. "The engine is coming." 

The roaring was like that of a storm at sea, 
growing louder every moment. People who hat', 
run out into the street to get a better view of 
the reddening glow dashed back to the sidewalk 
for safety, 

"Look out! Here comes Mazeppa No. 2!" 

Clang! Clang! Clang! The fire engine bell 
struck to warn people out of the way. 

"Clear the way!" came through a trumpet, and 
the words were heard clear and distinct above 
the roar of the rushing steeds. Almost at the 
same moment a magnificent fire engine, its nickel 
and brass finishings burnished till they shone 
like stars, dashed by, drawn by two superb iron 
grays. Between the horses, near their shoulders, 
trumpet in hand and helmet on his head, stood 
the youth who was struck as he came out of the 
hotel but a few moments before. He was stand- 
ing on the pole oF the engine, his left hand rest- 
ing on the neck of the horse on that side. His 
right hand held a silver trumpet to his lips. 

"Clear the way!" came through the trumpet 
again, and in another moment the roaring, rush- 
ing panorama was way down in the next block. 

"I never saw anything like that before!" ex- 
claimed a guest of the hotel. "I shall never for- 
get it as long as I live. Who is that youth 
standing erect between those horses ? " 

"That was Tom Hazen, foreman of the Boys' 
Fire Company," replied a policeman near by, 

"What was he standing on?" 

"Nothing but the pole." 

"Here comes Mazeppa's ladders!" cried a volet 
in the crowd, and in another moment a hook anc 
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ladder team dashed by in the wake of the five 
engine. 

By this time the red glare in the southern end 
of the city grew brighter, and the crowd on the 
Street surged along in that direction. It was in 
the aristocratic part of the town, and people knew 
that it was a private residence that was burning. 

"It's Leonard Morton's house!" called out some 
one in the crowd. 

"Why! That's the finest houae in the town!" 
exclaimed another, and the crowd that still re- 
mained in and about the hotel made a rush down 
the street. 

"What's that?" cried a young man, going along 
in the opposite direction. "Whose house did they 
say was burning?" 

"They say it's your father's, AI," replied his 
companion, looking around at the red glare 
against the horizon, "but I don't think it can be, 
as it seems a little too far to the left," 

"Oh, my God!" and the young man turned and 
gazed in the direction of the fire like one half 
dazed. He was the same young man who had 
been knocked down by Tom Hazen, the young 
fireman, only a few minutes before, and his name 
was AI Morton, son of the rich banker and man- 
ufacturer. 

"No, I don't think it is, either," added the 
third young man, 

"Let's get a, carriage and go down," ,said young 
Morton. "Call one, Dick, that's a good fellow. 
I'm all broke to pieces." 

Dick Algood ran across the street to where 
several hacks stood and sprang into one. The 
driver hurried over to the other two young men, 
and they sprang inside quickly. 

"Drive to the fire, quick!" cried one of the 
party, and the carriage went down the street at 
a furious pace. Mazeppa No. 2, the hoy fire 
company, was the first on the ground, even get- 
ting a stream playing on the flames ere any 
other engine arrived. It was a grand mansion, 
four stories high L standing in a grove of elms. 
By some strange accident the entire lower floor 
was filled with a seething mass of flames. Near- 
ly the entire household had been caught in the 
upper stories, and they were screaming for help 
from the windows when the firemen arrived. 
Dense volumes of black smoke,* with now and 
then a tongue of red flame darting out like that 
of a venomous serpent. Tom Hazen, the young 
fireman of Mazeppa No. 2, sprang to the ground, 
gazed up at the windows, and sang out through 
his trumpet: 

"Boys, here are lives to be saved! Let every 
one do his duty! Up with the ladder! Pour a 
stream through that door there!" and he pointed 
to the front door of the mansion which had been 
burst open by some one. 

Ere the last word had passed his lips a stream 
of water was poured through the open door. It 
was heard to strike the stairs and fall in a 
shower on the floor. 

"Save me! Oh, oh, oh! I'm burning up!" came 
in shrieks from a third story window. 

The ladder had just touched the window of the 
next room. Dropping his trumpet and letting 
it swing by the cord over his shoulder, Tom Ha- 
zen sprang to the ladder and ran up to the third 
story window -with, the agility of a squirrel going 
up a tree. On reaching the window he climbed 



in, though a dense volume of black smoke puffed 
out into his face. Then Jack Thorn, assistant 
foreman, sprang forward and ran up the ladder 
after him. Jack was the same size and age as, 
Tom and his bosom friend. He, too, disappeared 
through the window. 

"Those boys will be lost!" cried a voice in the 
crowd. 

"Clear the way, there!" cried a policeman. 
"Here comes another engine! Back there^ I say! 
Clear the way!" and, aided by half a dozen others, 
he pushed back the crowd and made room for 
the seeond engine. 

Just a few seconds later the third engine dash- 
ed up, the Vigilant, the oldest fire company in 
Carlton, whose members were all veteran firemen. 
Then came the chief of the fire department, a 
tall man with eagle eyes and a huge tawny mus- 
tache. He saw at a glance that the house was 
doomed and sang out to the firemen: 

"Boys, .the house is doomed! Save ail tfac 
lives you can!" 

"Hi! Hi! Look there!" cried the boy fireman, 
as a figure appeared at a window with a girl in 
his arms. 

"It's Jack!" cried one. 

"No, it's Tom !" cried another. 

"Move the ladder! Move the ladder!" 

A half dozen darted forward and moved the 
ladder to the window where he stood. Quick as 
a flash a big strong fellow from Vigilant Fire 
Company rushed forward and ran up Mazeppa 'a 
ladder. 

"Gimme your load, my lad!" he said to the 
boy fireman in the window, and in another mo- 
ment he had the form of an unconscious young 
girl in his anas. 

"Come out, my lad!" he called to Tom. 

Tom instantly disappeared, and the fireman 
went down the ladder with his burden, A rush 
was made to see if she was hurt. 

"Back! Back!" cried the police. "Stand back 
out of the way!" 

Young AI Morton ran forward and cried out 
to one of the officers : 

"This is my home! I have a right to he here! 
That is my youngest sister!" and he rushed up 
to the brawny fireman who still bore her in his 
arms, exclaiming: 

"Give her to me! _ She is my sister!" 

"She has only fainted, young man," said the 
fireman, as he gave her to him. 

"There's Jack! There's Jack!" cried the young 
Mazeppas, ' "Play on him, Bill! He is all 
ablaze!" 

Bill Saxton, the hoy at the nozzle, turned the 
stream on Jack Thorn, who appeared at the win- 
dow to the left of the laddei\ He seemed all 
ablaze, and held something in his arms. 

"Run up and help him, Dan!" called -out the 
boy at the nozzle, and Dan Allen, another of 
Mazeppa's boys, sprang to the laddeT. 

"Move the ladder — move the ladder!" yelled a 
score at once, and the long ladder was turned 
over several times against the house till it reach- 
ed the window. 

"Now, Dan, up with you!" 

Dan fairly flew over" the rungs. When he got 
there poor Jack had sunk to the floor, overcome 
fity heat and smoke. 

"Dan— Dan!" called those below. "Look out!" 
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"Send another up!" Dan sung out, and then 
leaped into the window, disappearing from view 
of those below. 

A groan escaped many of the hoys, for they 
loved brave Dan as a brother. 

"There he is — there he is!" yelled half a hun- 
dredj as Dan reappeared at the window with Jack 
in his arma. 

"Blanket, boys!" Dan cried. 

Four-of the young firemen sprang forward and 
held the four corners of a strong piece of can- 
vas called a "blanket" directly under the window. 
The next moment the unconscious form of Jack 
Thorn came whizzing through the air and landed 
on it The rebound sent him up some two feet 
again, when he fell hack like one dead, 

"Is he dead ?" 

"Is he alive?" 

"Is he much burned?" 

How thick and fast came the questions as they 
bore him away from the burning building. Again 
the police had to club the excited crowd back. 

"Look at Dan! He has another!" 

Brave Dan reappeared with the woman Jack 
had fallen to the floor with. He held her with 
his left, and used his right arm to balance him- 
self with, as he climbed out on tho ladder. 

"Be ready with the blanket again, boys!" cries 
the chief of the fire department. "Dan is a hero! 
Save him from a fall!" 

But Dan ran down the ladder with his burden, 
a little lady of slender build, who was entirely 
unconscious. A wild cheer went from the vast 
throng when they saw him safely land. The fire 
chief sprang forward, caught his hand and ex- 
claimed: 

"You are a hero, Dan Allen!" 

Dan was so blinded by lire and smoke he could 
not even see who it was who had spoken to him. 
When they saw him feeling his way about they 
led him away. 

"Oh, my God, boys!" cried Bill Saxton, the 
Eoszle holder. "Tom is there yet!" 

"Yes, yes! Save Tom, boys!" and half a dozen 
rushed to the ladder at once. 

"Come back! Come hack!" yelled the fire chief 
in stentorian tones. 

"We must save Tom Hazen!" they cried, and 
up they went. 

But they were met by great tongues of red 
flame, threatening instant death, and they had 
to back down. No human being could have fac- 
?d those fiery blasts and live, hence all on the 
ground believed the brave young fireman had 
met his death at last 

"Tom is lost!" cried one of the boy firemen, and 
groans and sobs were heard from many of them. 

"No! There he is! Up on the tower! Hooray 
— hooray!" 

There he was on the roof of the tower, which 
rose above the building on the left corner, with 
a young girl standing by his side. Placing the 
trumpet to his lips, lie called out to the firemen 
below: 

"Give us a ladder from the tree!" 

The tree was a great elm, some ten feet from 
the corner of the house. Some of its branches 
actually touched it The leaves were withering 
under the scorching heat. The brave boys hurried 
with all their speed to place a ladder against the 
tree, That done, two men ran.:up .into, the tree 



to pull up another ladder to run it out to the 
tower. The walls were almost ready to fall. The 
flames were eating away the tower where it 
touched the main building. Tom stood on the 
roof with his left arm supporting the young lady 
by his side. The tower was actually reeling. 

"Hurry up, boys!" he called through the trum- 
pet in his right hand. 

Then he was seen speaking to the young girl, 
"They can't save us," she said to him. "We 
are doomed. You will lose your life in trying to 
save mine. God will reward you for your noble 
sacrifice." 

"Don't despair; see, they are hurrying up with 
the ladder." 

"But the tower is sinking! Hold me close! Oh, 
God, this is awful!" 

"Here, I'll jump for the limbs!" cried Tom. 
"Let me make you fast to me first!" and he took 
the strong silk cord that he used to hang his 
trumpet over his shoulder and passed it around 
her slender waist. Then he tied it hard and fast 
to' his leather belt. 

"Oh, the tower falls!" she cried, and a long 
wail of despair escaped her lips as she flung her 
arms about his neck. At the same moment the 
tower made a sudden drop of about a foot and 
then fell toward the tree, crashing against the 
branches, while groans of horror went up from 
the multitude below. 



CHAPTER II.— A Close Call— Tom Hazen. 

A dense volume of smoke and cinders envel- 
oped the brave fireman and the young girl as 
the tower fell to the ground with a terrific crash. 
The firemen made a rush to rescue them, but 
they were not found there. They looked in vain 
until a great cheer went up from the multitude. 

"There they are in the tree, in the tree, in the 
tree!" 

There they were, sure enough. Tom was bang- 
ing to a limb with both hands and the young girl 
was clinging to his neck. She had not fainted'. 

"The ladder— the ladder!" cried the chief. 
"Stand a ladder under him." 

Brave firemen from all three engines rushed 
forward to hold a ladder against Tom Hazen as 
he hung there in the tree. They held it against 
him so he could put his feet on the rung and 
then let go the limb. The moment he let go and 
caught hold of the ladder a great wild cheer 
burst from the multitude. Men burst into tears 
of joy, so great had been the tension of suspense. 

Woman-like, as soon as her feet touched the 
ground, the young lady swooned and seemed like 
one dead. Some one cut the cord that bound her 
to Tom, and Al Morton burst into the crowdj 
seized her in his arras, kissed her pallid face, 
and cried out wildly: 

"Clear the way! Clear the way, there!" and 
started off through the crowd with her. 

Of course the crowd gave way, and she was 
bo me to a place of safety. No sooner had she 
been taken from Tom than the chief of the fire 
department rushed up to him and grasped his 
band. What he said to him no one heard, for a 
wild shout went up all around him. The boys of 
Mazeppa No. 2 sprang forward, lifted him on 
their shoulders, and bore him back away from 
,the terribl* heat of the conflagration. 
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"Hooray! Hooray!" they yelled, and the great 
crowd re-echoed their cheers. 

Bill Sajftn, though, never relaxed a single 
moment with his steady stream of water, nor did 
either of the other two engines. But the house 
was doomed. The flames made such quick head- 
way that nothing- on earth could have saved it. 

"Let me down, boys!" Tom cried. "This is no 
time for play." 

"They're all out! They're all saved!" cried the 
boys, as they bore him around on their shoul- 
ders. 

"Let me down!" he called again, and they final- 
ly let him down on his feet. 

"Where's Jack?" he asked. 

"He is hurt," replied some one. 

"Badly? Is he alive?" 

"Yes. He has been taken away." 

"Anybody killed 1" and he turned to the fire 
chief. 

"I think not. But I never saw more narrow 
escapes in all my life." 

"I never had such a close call in my life," Tbm 
said. "Who was that young lady? She is the 
bravest girl that ever lived. Why, she wasn't 
half as much frightened as I was." 

No one in the crowd around him could tell him 
who she was, 

"Where did you find her?" some one asked him. 

"In one of the rooms on the third floor. She 
seemed to be dazed by the heat and smoke, and 
didn't know which way to turn. 

" 'Come, let's get out of this!' I called to her, 
and she came up to me with both hands out- 
stretched, saying: 

" Take me out, please,' and I caught her hand 
and ran up into the next room, through which I 
had just come. To my horror, I found that the 
ladder had been moved. I caught her round the 
waist and ran her into a corridor, and up a flight 
of stairs. Every place was filled with smoke. 1 
struck another flight, and found it leading to the 
little tower. There I got a breath of air, with 
no smoke in it, and it revived both of us. But 
I saw that our chance of escape was slim, and 
told her so Would you believe it, she told me to 
save myself and leave her to her fate? I said, 
if she couldn't go with me, I'd go with her. She's 
the bravest girl I ever saw." 

"Stand clear; the walls may fall!" came from 
Bill Saxton, running back toward the engine with 
his nozzle. 

The crowd moved back, but the wall didn't fall. 
"Tom Hazen, are you hurt?" the fire chief 
asked him. 

"I "really don't know, chief," he replied. "I be- 
lieve I have a few burns." 

"T)o you know who it is vou have saved?" 
"No." 

"She is Miss Pelham, the daughter of the gov- 
ernor," 

"Indeed! Well, I would have risked as much 
for the poorest girl in Carlton," 

"Of course you would. We all know that. Come 
back farther away from the fire." 

They moved farther back and then Tom said: 

"I am worried about Jack. Who knows how 
badly he was hurt?" 

"They took him to the hospital," some one said. 

"I want to see him, chief; can I go?" and he 
turned to the chief. 



"Yes, go ahead, Tom. I'll take your place," 
was the chief's reply, 

Tom turned away, followed by a number of 
people. Some believed lie bore a charmed life 
and were superstitious about him. The hospital 
was half a mile away, but he soon covered the 
distance. He was met at the door by the man on 
duty there, who asked him: 

"What do you want, sir?" 

"I want to see Jack Thorn, one of my com- 
pany, who was hurt at the fire to-night," Tom 
said. 

"You can't see him to-night," 

"Why not?" 

"Against the rules." 

"Can I see one of the doctors?" 

"Yes — in the office," and the man pointed to 
the door which led into the office of the hos- 
pital. 

Tom went in and there found a young physi- 
cian and a clerk in charge. 

"What do you want?" the clerk asked him. 

"I want to see a doctoi' here." 

"There's the doctor," and the clerk nodded to- 
ward the young man seated at a desk. Tom 
went over to him and told him who he was> and 
added : 

"I would like to see Jack. He is one of our 
firemen," 

"You can't see him to-night," was the curt re- 
ply. 

"Not if he wishes to see me?" 
"No." 

Tom stood, there a minute or two looking haM 
at the young man. He was too indignant to say 
anything for a few moments, 

"What are you Waiting for?" the young doctor 
finally asked, looking up at him. 

"Nothing. I was simply admiring you," was 
the sarcastic reply. "Can you tell me where I 
can get one of your pictures?" 

The young doctor flushed up quite red in the 
face and called to the clerk: 

"Put this fellow out of here!" 

The clerk came forward, put his hand rather 
roughly on Tom's shoulder and said: 

"Come, get out now!" 

Tom wheeled and pushed him over on the young 
doctor, upset him, and both rolled over on the 
floor. Then he turned and left the office and the 
hospital. Out on the street, Tom hastened back 
to the engine house. He was too mad even to 
think. 

"Oh, but I would like to get his head under my 
arm for just ten seconds," he said to himself, 
as he hastened on, "Rules — rules— rules for ev- 
erything! If we were tied up with rules, neither 
life nor property would be safe. Jack is as brave 
a boy as ever lived. Why they should not let 
his superior ofTicel■ see him in his agony I can't 
understand. Lord, but I am in need of a little 
attention myself. I am scorched in a dozen 
places. Til go into a drug store and get 'em to 
put some salve on my burns," 

He went into the next one he saw, a large one 
on the main street of the city. 

"Is there a doctor here who can do something 
for me?" he asked of the drug clerk, "I am 
burnt in several places," 

"Yes— one in the back room; but why don't 
you .go to the hospital?" 
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"Because I don't wish to do so," lie replied, as 
lie passed in to where the night physician had 
his desk behind a row of screens. 

The doctor looked up, and Tom asked if he 
was a physician. 

"Yes— what can I do for you?" 

,f l am a fireman, and have got some bums I 
would like to have dressed." 

"Of course — let me sec them," and the doctor 
arose and proceeded to examine his hurts. 

When he had found out the extent of his hurts 
he asked: 

"Is it true that the Morton residence is a total 

loss?" , a , 

"Yes; I think it is. It was all we could oo to 
save lives, let alone any property," 

Just then a party of young men came m and 
sat down on the other side of the screen to wait 
for the doctor. 

"Yes, I saw it all," one of them said. "Al was 
full enough to toast Miss Pelham's beauty — his 
own cousin. Hazen had just come in looking for 
a friend whom ha heard was in there. On hear- 
ing the toast, he said no gentleman would use a 
lady's name in a barroom. Al got furiously mad, 
and" it was all we could do to prevent a fight then 
and there. But we finally got him out, Hazen 
came along a few minutes later, and Al went 
for him, striking him square., between the eyes. 

The fire bell struck the same moment. Hazen 
knocked him down and broke for the fire. He 
saved Miss Pelham's life. What a strange co- 
incidence!" 

"Yes; Very strange, indeed," assented one of 
the others. 

"They sav he came from HallsviHe two years 
ago to work ' in the iron foundry, and nobody 
knows anything about his people." 

"Oli, he isn't but eighteen, you know." 

"True, he is but a boy; hut he has come to be 
the most daring fireman in the city, and all the 
boys who w^ent into that fire company with him 
believe in him and back him against the world." 

"Of course they do. Who would have believed 
he could have trained up boys to be such firemen 
as they are? Mazeppa No. 2 beat all the others 
to the 'fire . to-night." 

"Yes, and most of the others are old veterans, 
too. Al swore he'd run Hazen out of Carlton 
because of what took place at the hotel to-night; 
and since the young fireman has saved the life 
of Miss Pel ham he'll hate him more than ever, I 
should think." 

"Why. I should think it would cause him to 
love him." 

"Not much. Al is in love with his beautiful 
cousin, and now she'll be saying complimentary 
things about the young fireman to everybody." 

"Oh, I see. He'll be jealous," and the others 
laughed. 

"That's it, and " 

Clang! Clang! Clang! 

"Here, hold on, there!" cried tha doctor be- 
hind the screen. "Stop that fellow!" 

At the first clang of the great fire bell To in 
Hazen, who was lying on the table having his 
hurts dressed by the doctor, sprang up, seized hat 
and trumpet' and started on a run, The doctor 
caught him by the arm and tried to hold him, 
mindful of his fee, cut Tom hurled him off and 
dashed away like a deer. 



"Great Scott!" exclaimed young Allgood, "that 
was Tom Hazen himself!" 

As Tom ran out of the drug store he met the 
boys of Mazeppa No. 2 just returning from the 
other fire. At the alarm they turned their en- 
gine in the direction of the new alarm. Tom 
joined them and rushed along at their head. On 
reaching the fire, which was in a tenement house, 
he rushed inside and up the stairs, coming across 
a woman who was about to jump out a window. He 
held her back until a ladder was put up, when he 
handed her over to his fireboys. But suddenly he 
was seised from behind and hurled from the win- 
dow. He caught on a mass of telegraph wires 
and held on until the boys put up a ladder for 
him. He reached the ground and the woman ft© 
had passed out the window told him that he must 
Ifuva been attacked by the same lunatic that set 
fire to the house. He had been seen by several 
tenants acting in a suupicious manner just before 
the' fire was discovered. 

Tom went home and to bed. Early the next 
morning he was awakened by a knock and when 
he opened the door two men entered. They stated 
they were detectives looking for a diamond ring 
that had been stolen from Miss Pelham the night 
before, and .began searching Tom's clothes, which 
hung on the door. 

"I have it," said one who was searching his 
pants pockets, and he held up a diamond ring, 
after which both took their departure. 



CHAPTER III.— The Story of the Diamond Ring. 

To say that Tom was astonished at what had 
taken place would not express it at all-. He was 
dnjarfounded — speechless with amazement, and he 
dropped down on a chair and gazed at the wall 
in front of hint till his brain was in a whirl. 
Suddenly he sprang to his feet, exclaiming: 

"That is a game played on me! That ring 
was not in that pocket!" and he seized the trou- 
sers and turned the waistband po civet inside out. 

"Ah!" and he stood rooted to the spot, for the 
entire bottom of the pocket was gone. 

It had been torn out! He sat down to think. 

"Why was it done?" he asked himself, gazing 
at the wall again. ' 

"Is any one trying to make me out a thief? 
Did Miss Pelham send them here to search me ? 
Ah! 1 have it now! A3 Morton Is at the bot- 
tom of this. He seeks to ruin me, and he has 
got the game all in his hands, too. What good 
will any denial from me do against the fact that 
it was found in my pocket? Lord, what a mean 
revenge! If I can save myself from such a 
charge, ni break every bone in Al Morton's body 
and then take the consequences! Oh, I see 
through it now! Dick Allgood said in that drug- 
store last night that Al would be jealous of me 
beeaus-e I had saved her life. To make" her think 
I am a thief, is the object of this little game. 
Heavens! but he is mean enough to betray his 
own mother!" 

Tom paced back and forth in his room like an 
en i aged tiger. He was trying to make up his 
mind what was best for him to do under the cir- 
cumstances. There were features about it that 
puzsled him. 
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"I'll go and see the chief about it," he finally 
decided, and in a few moments he was on his 
way downstairs to get something to eat before 
going out. 

He called at the office of the fire chief, but 
that official was not in. Quite a number of citi- 
zens who recognized him rushed forward and 
shook hands with him. But he wanted to see the 
chief and went in search of him. He met Ben 
Stewart, one of the boy firemen. 

"Glad to see you, Tom," Ben said. "We were 
•afraid you were badly hurt." 

"Well, I was. I feel sore all oyer yet, but I 
guess I can keep on my feet. Come on and help 
me find the chief. I want to see him." 

So Ben went along with him. Some one told 
him the chief was at the Carlton House, and he 
went there. The moment he entered the hotel 
a rush was made to shake his hand and congratu- 
late him on his heroic work the night before. He 
was very modest about it, and said he had tried 
to do his duty. 

"Ah!" cried a strong- voiced man behind him. 
"Let me take your hand, my boy!" and ere he 
knew it he was shaking hands with Leonard 
Morton, the rich banker. "You saved the lives 
of my daughters and niece last night at the risk 
of your own. Tf you ever need a friend, come to 
Leonard Morton," and he wrung Tom's hand with 
such vigor the young fireman wondered if he 
knew about the diamond ring. 

"I am glad 1 was able to do what I did, sir," 
Tom replied. 

"So are alt of us," returned the hanker. 

A few minutes later a servant came to Mr. 
Morton and told him that the ladies wanted to 
bring the young fireman upstairs so they could 
thank him. Tom heard her and promptly spoke 
up: 

"Tell the ladies a fireman does not expect 
thanks for doing his duty." , 

"You must go up with me," Mr. Morton said. 
"Indeed, sir, I cannot." 
"Why not?" 

"Because I came here on other business, and 
must defer seeing the ladies till some other time. 
Ah, chief! Glad to see you! I went to your of- 
fice to see you, hut you were out. I have urgent 
business with you " 

"Come on, then," said the chief, "we'll go back 
there," and he led the way, followed by Tom and 
Ben. 

Once more in the chief's office, Tom shut the 
door, hound him and Ben to secrecy, and then 
related the story of the ring, together with an 
account of his encounter with voung Al Morton 
just a few moments before the fire broke out the 
night before. 

"Great Scott!" exclaimed the chief. "I saw 
that ring on he'.' hand as young Morton bore her 
away in bis rsrms!" 

"So did i !"■ -exclaimed Ben Stewart, "and I 
know a dozen others who roust have seen it, 
too." 

"Then that, lets me out!" Tom said, his eyes 
filling with tears. "But somebody is trying to 
ruin me." 

"Do you know the two men who found the 
ring?" the chief asked. 

"No; but they said they were 
ployed to hunt up the ring." 



"You would know them again ?" 
"Yes, of course." 

"Weil, I think young Morton has played the 
trick to make Miss Pelham ihink you an un- 
worthy character. Let's see how many saw the 
ring on her hand as he bore her away. We can 
find out without letting the secret out. Don't 
mention it, and we'll see if anything comes of 
it." 

They agreed to follow his advice and then left 
him to go to the engine house of Mazeppa No. 2. 
Very few of the members were there, as all of 
them worked for a living. Tom was talking with 
one of "the boys when an elderly woman came in 
and asked: 

"Is Mr. Hazen here?" 

"Yes," said Ben Stewart. "This is Tom Hazen." 

She came up to Tom, looked him in the face 
for nearly a full minute, after which she said: 

"Pardon me, sir. I wanted to get your face 
on my memory so I could never forget it. I've 
got it now. I am a poor woman and can give 
nothing but my prayers for what you did last 
night. Oh, I shall never cease to pray for Heav- 
en's blessings on your head!" an$ she seized his 
hand and covered it with tears and kisses. 

Tom and the others took off their hats, and 
she continued; 

"You saved me from a horrible death last night, 
and then encountered that maniac to save my 
daughter — my only child. We lost everything. 
Have nothing left in the wide world, not even a 
change of clothing. But you saved our lives, and 
we are grateful." 

"Madam, give me your name," Tom said, as 
she turned to leave. 

"My name is Mrs. Raines, and my daughter is 
named Dollie, A neighbor two doors west of the 
house that was burned has given us shelter, 
Dollie works in the factory on Dover street and 
can earn enough to feed us." 

Tom wrote her name and address in a little 
notebook and said: 

"I'll call and see you soon." 

"Dollie wants to see and thank you ever so 
much," she said, turning and leaving the engine 
house. 

"Boys, we must help her," Tom said, gazing 
after her. "She is a heartbroken woman if I ever 
saw one." 

"That she is, and we can do a good deal for 
her if we try," and Ben Stewart brushed tears 
from his eyes with his sleeve as he spoke. 

"Of course we can. and we must," put in Tom. 
"I'm going back to the Carlton House and make 
Mr. Morton put up something for her. He was 
insured and she was not." 

"Yes, that's so. You see him, Tom, and make 
him come down," 

"Better wait till to-night," suggested Ben. "It 
would be better than to go now." 

"I believe you are right I will wait till eve, 
ning," and so he did. 

In the evening Dan Allen came to the engine 
house, having been fixed up all right at the hos- 
pital. The boys crowded around him and shook 
his hand. 

"How is Jack?" they nil asked him. 
"Jack is doing; well, and may get wit to-mor- 
row," he replied. 
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"Good— good! Well have a jollification when 
he cornea." 

Quite a number of citizens came in to congrat- 
ulate the young- firemen, and one said: 

"The ladies are going to present you a silk 
banner, on which will be worked the names of 
those whose lives were saved last night." 

"That will make trouble," said Tom, shaking 
his head. 

"In what way?" 

"Some of the Vigilants ran up the ladder and 
brought down several women." 

"Yea, after your boys had gone in and brought 
them out." 

"True; but they had to be brought down before 
they were safe," returned Tom. 

"I guess the ladies will do all hands justice," 
remarked one of the citizens. 

"I hope they will. Eut I want to raise some 
money for Mrs, Raines. She and her daughter 
lost everything they had last night." 

"Very good; here, put me down for ten dol- 
lars," said the citizen, handing Tom a bill. 

"Yes, here's another for me." 

"And here's a five for me," and a dozen wen 
paid in over sixty dollars in less than five min- 
utes. 

Tom wrote down every name and the sum paid 
by each, and then said to those about him : 

"I am going to the Carlton House and see how 
much I can raise there. It will take several hun- 
dred dollars to fix 'em up in another home." 

When he entered the hotel, he asked the land- 
lord if he could canvas the guests for subscrip- 
tions. 

"Yes, my boy, and here's a tenner to start 
with." 

"Thank you, sir," and be went among the 
guests and citizens, and soon he was surrounded 
by a crowd, all eager to give something and 
shake his hand. 

Al Morton was there, and took four well-known 
citisens aside, to whom he said: 

"See here, if you want your money to go to 
that poor woman, send it to her by one who will 
give it to her." 

"Why, what do you mean ?" one asked, "Isn't 
he honent?" 

"Let me tell you something, and then you can 
judge for yourself," and be told them about the 
detectives finding the diamond ring in Hazen's 
clothes that morning and its return to its owner, 
adding: 

"We can't prosecute him under the circum- 
stances, you know. He is brave enough, and all 
that, but that's all." 

After that no more money was given Hazen in 
the hotel that eveneing. Tom noticed that he 
was eyed suspiciously by many. 

"Ah!" he thought. "Al Morton has told that 
story of the diamond ring. I'll wait till I have 
my proofs and then his father will have to spend 
some money to keep him out of jail." 

Half an hour later he told some of those about 
him that he would go and give what money he 
had received to Mrs. Raines, adding: 

"The sooner she gets it the happier she will 
be and the better she will sleep,"- 

"Yes, but you had better give it to her to-mor- 
" suggested some one in the crowd, 
go i ' 



Al Morton stepped o«t of the hotel and held 
a whispered confab with a man on the sidewalk. 
The man hurried away, and Al returned to the 
crowd in the hotel. Ten or fifteen minutes later 
Tom and Ben Stewart left together to go and se« 
the Widow Raines, 



CHAPTER IV-— Through the Flames. 

When they had gone but a few blocks, Ben said 
to Tom: 

"Let's go by my home and get something to 
defend ourselves with. That's a rough neigh- 
borhood, you know." 

"What have you got?" Tom asked. 

"I've got clubs and slungshots." 

Ben's father was a policeman, and he had quits 
a collection of such things on band, taken from 
parties arrested during a service of several years, 
Tom laughed and went with him, as it was not 
far out of their way, and so each one got a 
regulation slungshot with a cord attached to keep 
it from flying from the hand, 

"I don't think we'd have any use for them once 
in ten years," Tom remarked: 
( "And yet we might," returned Ben. "No harm 
in having 'em, anyway." 

"No, of course not." 

When they turned the corner of the Carlton 
hat factory, Ben said- 

"This is-'the tough 

"Yes, I know." 

"Halt — hands up!" hoarsely ordered one of two 
men, stepping out from under the dark shadows 
of the big factory. 

Both hoys were startled. 

"Hands up!" hissed the man in front of Tom, 
thrustmy the muzzle of a pistol in his face. 

Tom had the slungshot in his hand at the mo- 
ment, the cord round his wrist He raised both 
hands above bis head and brought the slungshot 
down against the man's left temple with such 
force as to drop him to earth like a log. Ben 
let his fall plump on his man's nose, crushing it 
and sending him reeling backward. 

Crack! Crack! Maddened with pain and daz- 
ed, the second man fired twice. But his bullete 
went wide of the mark, and Ben, who was game 
all the way through, sprang forward and dealt 
him another blow full in the face. As each slung- 
shot had nearly a pound of lead in the business 
end of it, a blow from one of them was a thun- 
derbolt when well aimed. 

"Give him another, Ben!" exclaimed Tom, 
springing forward and giving the would-be robber 
a blow on the shoulder. 

_ He aimed at his head, but the man dodged in 
time to save himself. He had dropped bis re- 
volver, and then, seeing his pal was knocked out, 
he took to his heels and ran with all bis speed, 

"I've got his pistol!" exclaimed Ben, as he 
picked up the revolver. 

"Hold on to it, then." 

Clang! Clang! Clang! At the first stroke 
they both ran with all speed for the engine house 
of Mazeppa No. 2. 

"Yes \?* V' im T ° mV ' ^ ^ 



s 



MAZEPPA NO. 2 



They reached the engine house just as the fire 
engine was going out. 
"Hooray! Here's Tom!" 

Tom clashed in, seized his helmet and trumpet, 
threw off his coat and put on his red shirt. Then 
he sprang away like a deer to overtake the fire 
engine. They were both good runners, and over- 
took the others when within two blocks of the 
fire. It was a big store in the center of a row 
of business houses, four stories high. The jani- 
tor and his family lived on the top floor, and 
their retreat was cut off by the flames below. 
The stores on either side were but two stories 
high. 

"Here with the ladders!" called Tom through 
his trumpet, in front of the store on the right. 

A ladder was quickly run up to the roof, and 
Tom and Dan Allen ran up it like two cats. 

"Send up another ladder!" Tom called, and a 
second ladder was pushed up to the roof. There 
it was immediately run up to the roof of the 
burning store, and Tom and Dan hurried up there. 

The janitor had his wife and two children out 
on the roof. She was a two hundred -pounder, and 
was running about the roof wringing her hands 
and screaming at the top of her voice. 

"Attend to your wife," Tom said to the janitor, 
"and we'll get the. two children down all right." 

The two young firemen each seized a chikl and 
ran down the ladder with it and gave it in charge 
of other firemen, who hurried down to the street 
with them. Tom looked up and saw the janitor 
vainly pleading with his wife to go down the 
ladder. She had never done such a thing in her 
life, and fully believed it certain death for her 
to undertake it. 

"Come, Dan," Tom called. "We must go up 
and help him." 

They both ran up to where the janitor was 
struggling with the frantic woman. She was 
wringing Tier hands and screaming with all her 
might. The flames were now coming up through 
the scuttle with fiery fury. Tom placed his 
trumpet close to her ear, and yelled: 

"Shut up or burn up!" 

She came near falling off the roof in her con- 
sternation. But she shut up at once. 

"Go down, quick! You have no time to lose!" 

"My children! Oh, my children!" 

"They are safe down on the street with 
friends." 

She started to go down, and on every rung she 
bad to stop to scream. Being so heavy, the long 
ladder swayed and sagged under her movements. 
But she finally succeeded in reaching the lower 
roof, and to the amazement of the firemen down 
" there refused to go down the ladder which led 
to the street. She broke away from them and 
ran over a half dozen roofs to the end of the 
block. 

"Let her go!" Tom called out to them. 

But they had followed her two roofs away ere 
he called. Just a moment later there was an 
explosion below, and the roof on which the lad- 
der rested caved in and the ladder fell with it. 
A groan came up to Tom and Dan from the 
crowd below, for they seemed to be entirely be- 
yond human aid. 

"Tom, we are lost!" Dan called out to him. 

"There's another side," Tom replied, going 
across the roof to the other side. 



To his amazement the roof of the store on that 
side was in a blaze. 

"This looks bad for us, Dan," Tom said very 
coolly. "But we won't roast if we can help it." 

"No; but can we help it?" 

"I don't know," and Tom shook his head. "To 
jump is to die, and to stay here is to roast." 

He walked over to the front end of the building 
and gazed down at the multitude in the street. 
It was a sea of upturned faces. This time they 
did not call to him. They could see no hope of 
escape for the two brave boys, so they gazed up 
in grief and horror. The flames burst through 
the two lower roofs on either side, and they were 
coming through in many places on the roof un- 
der their feet. 

"Tom— Tom!" cried Dan. "There's a doaen 
telegraph wires lying across this roof going to 
either end of the block." 

Tom wheeled round and gazed at the wires. The 
building on which they stood was the highest by 
two stories of all in the block, hence there was 
a sharp decline on either side. 

"Dan. we can save ourselves!" he cried, "If 
we can find something that can stand the friction 
we can slide clear down to that third roof!" 

"If we could stand the heat! The flames ac- 
tually reach the wires now!" 

"Here's some old wire!" and Dan sprang for- 
ward to a corner where the linemen bad tossed 
aside some remnants of wire months before. 

Tom seized it, bent it and then sprang forward 
and looped it over four of the telegraph wires. 
Dan did the same with another coil, each dou- 
bling four times. That done, Tom ran to the 
front and sang out through his trumpet to the 
crowd below; 

"We are going to slide over on the wires! Send 
help to the roof of the third house!!' 

A groan came up from the crowd below, for 
the flames were now above the wires The' two 
brave boys ran back- to the wires and 
them, 

"Dan!" 

"Tom!" 

Their hands met in a firm u 
"It's our only chance, Dan!" 
"Yes, our only chance!" 

"Come on, then!" and Tom held on to his loop 
and sprang over the roof— over tr - 
caldron of fierce flame— and quickly 
from sight. 



CHAPTER V.— In Which Tom Does a Good Deed 
and Is Locked Up. 

Never before in the annals of conflagrations 
was a multitude of spectators so thrilled with 
horror and suspense as were those in Carlton 
that night when Tom Hazen and Dan Allen slid 
along the telegraph wires through a seething 
mass of red flame. Strong men shuddered and 
many women shrieked and fainted. The terrible 
suspense lasted but a few seconds, thougi 
seeined like minutes to people holding their i 
as if unable to breathe. 

Quick as a flash the two brave boys shot 
through the red-hot flames and reappeared on 
the roof of the third building, which had not as 
yet been caught by the devouring element. Then 
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came hoarse yells of joy from below, drowning 
even the crackling roar of the conflagration. Men 
fell on each other's necks in wild exultation. 

"Hooray! Hooray! There they are, they are 
saved! Whoop! Whoop!" 

But their clothes were ablaze and hair badly 
singed. Bill Saxton turned a stream of water on 
them which fell in a fine shower all about them. 
Tom turned and hugged Dan in his joy. 

"Oh, it was a close call, Tom!" said Dan. 

Four of the boy firemen ran up the ladder to 
them and again a great shout greeted t'nem as 
they shook hands all around, Tom went to the 
front end of the building and sang out: 

"Turn the water on the next houses!" and the 
order was obeyed. 

The two descended to the street, and again wild 
shouts told how painfully the crowd had watched 
their narrow escape from a horrible death. But 
Tom did not relax his vigilance in watching the 
battle between fire and water. Trumpet in hand, 
he was here and there and everywhere, till at' 
the end of two hours the flames were ur.der con- 
trol. Another hour was sufficient to put out every 
spark and remove all danger of any renewal of 
the conflagration. Wearied and smoke-begrimed, 
the young firemen prepared to return to their 
quarters. Tom had just given the order for them 
to start when two officers came up to him. 

"You are Tom Hazen, are you?" one of them 
asked him, 

"Yes," he replied. 

"Well, we want vou. Come along!" 

"What's the matter 7" 

"Come along and find out," and one of the men 
laid hold of his arm. 

"Hands off!" said Tom, pulling away from him. 

Instantly both grabbed him and tried to hand- 
cuff him. Ben Stewart instantly suspected the 
cause of the arrest, and sang out: 

"Here, bo;s; help Toml" 

With a rush the boy firemen swarmed around, 
over and on the two officers, hurled them to the 
ground and made mops of them. 

"Help! Help!" cried both officers, and in a mo- 
ment or two the wildest excitement prevailed. 

"What's the trouble, boys?" .the foreman of 
Vigilant Fire Company asked, as he and a dozen 
of his men came up. 

"Hanged if I know," said one of the boys. 
"Somebody said for us to help Tom, and we 
pitched in." 

"Two men arrested Tom," said one, "and no man 
can do that when he is on duty— not if we know 
it." 

The two officers finally got on their feet and 
fled in the darkness of the night, and the boys 
crowded around Tom to inquire what it was all 
about. 

"Hanged if 1 know," Tom replied, "unless it is 
for downing two men just before the fire hell 
rang." 

"Who were they 7" a dozen asked, 

"Don't know. Ben and I went to the Carlton 
House to get some money for the Widow Raines, 
and were on our way to see her when we were 
halted by two men, who told us to hold up our 
hands. Luckily for us, we each had a slung- 
shot, which we got at Ben's house on our way 
to the widow's. We just let 'em have it in then- 



faces and downed 'em. Just a moment later the 
bell clanged and we hurried off." 

"Well, they don't run you in for that, eh, 
hoys?" sang out Bill Saxton. 

"No!" came with' a yell from every throat. 

"Oh, I'll go and see about it in the morning," 
Tom said. "Let's all go home now. We have no 
more work to do here. 

The boy firemen at once prepared to return to 
their quarters. They were all angry at the at- 
tempt to arrest Tom when on duty at a fire, and 
an attempt to do it again would have resulted in 
great damage to the arresting parties. Tom still 
had in his pocket the money which had been con- 
tributed to the Widow Raines, and on arriving 
at the engine house he told the boys about it. 

"Somebody knew I had it," he said, "and laid 
for us to rob us. I think I'll stay here all night 
for fear the police may lay for me at my board- 
ing house." 

"And we'll stay here with you," Ben Stewart 
sang out, and the whole company said the 

They slept on the floor and benches 
blankets till sunrise. Then they 
bathed hands and faces do'.msfcairs, 

"Now, boys," called out Tom, "let's a!! call on 
the widow and give her this money. It will do 
her good to have us all go." 

"Whoop! Just the thing!" some one cried; and 
they all prepared to go. 

"We'll march two abreast," said Tom, and that 

The Widow Haines was up helping the poor 
family with, whom she had found a temporal/ 
home. Tom knocked on the door, and DoPio 
Iiaines herself opened it. She was a very beauti- 
ful girl — regarded as the prett'est in all Carlton, 
though only a factory fjirl. She did not know 
Tom even by sight, and when he asked her if 
Mrs. Raines was in the house replied that she 
was. 

"Will you please tell her that Tom Hazen and 
the members of Mazeppa No. 2 wish to see her?" 

"Ah, you Tom Hazen?" she asked, looking him 
full in the face with an eager light in her eyes. 

"Yes," he replied. 

"1 am Dollie Raines. Oh, 1 owe my life to 
you!" 

Tom gased at her in silence for a moment or 
two and then replied: 

"Well, I am glad of it. It's the prettiest debt 
owing to me, and I am going to lot you owe it," 
and he extended his hand to her with a laugh as 
he spoke. 

"Oh, I shall never forget I owe it. But for 
you, I would not be here now." 

Mrs. Raines came to the door on hearing her 
talking, and said: 

"Oh, the fire boys are all here!" 

"Yes, madam," Tom replied, lifting his hati 
"We have all eome to see you and Dollie. Wa 
have raised some money for you with which to 
buy furniture for a new home. Here it is," and 
he handed her the roll of bills. 

"Oh, you brave boys!" came 
tears followed with a 
"God bless you!" 

Tom and many of the boys 
sleeves across their eyes. 

"Come, boys,'- he said, turning sway, 
another moment they were sliently marching 
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away, leaving the mother and daughter together 
In their joy. They went round by Tom's hoard- 
ing house and left him there, after which each 
went to his own home. 

Breakfast being ready, Tom ate in a hurry 
and them ran up to his room to change his clothes. 
He left the slungshot there and hastened out to 
call on the chief of police. He found that offi- 
cial at his desk, and was received with a very 
severe frown. 

"Your company assaulted two policemen last 
night," the chief said. 

"Yes, and that's what 1 came to see you about," 
Tom replied. "What did they want me for?" 

"Word came to the captain here last night that 
yon had nearly killed a man down on Bayard 
street." 

"Did the man himself say so?" 
"The man is in the hospital and unable to 
talk" 

"Who then told it?" 

"T really don't know. The captain got word of 
it and sent out two men to bring you in. The 
two officers came back looking as though they 
had been fighting a cyclone. Punishment for re- 
sisting an officer is very severe, you know." 

"Yes; I am sorry it happened. They ought to 
have known better." 

"Who— your boys?" 

"No; your men." 

"Ah I "and the chief's eyes flashed. "You will 
find it the other way, maybe." 

Just then an officer came in and the chief or- 
dered him to lock Tom up. Tom was dumfound- 
ed. But he made no resistance. He simply 
asked: 

"What am I charged with?" 
"I simply hold yon till this matter can be in- 
vestigated." 

Tom said no more, and in another minute he 
was locked up in a call. 



CHAPTER VI.— A Dastardly Plot. 

Let us go back to tho two men who attempted 
to hold up Tom Hazen and Ben Stewart while on 
their way to see Widow Raines. The re-ader will 
remember that just as Tom and Ben downed them 
the great fire bell clanged, and the two young 
firemen sprang away to their post of duty, leav- 
ing the two villains completely knocked out. The 
man Tom had hit lay on the sidewalk like one 
dead. The blow had fallen on his temple and 
had knocked him senseless. 

The other man had been hit on the nose, just 
halfway between the end of it and the eyes, 
crushing in the bone and making an utter wreck 
of it. But he did not lose his presence of mind, 
save but a few moments. By this time the two 
toys were gone, and he was left alone with his 
companion. The two pistol shots had been heard 
by others, and people came running in that di- 
rection. 

"Jim, Jim!" called the man, stooping and shak- 
ing his companion. "Get up and come away!" 

But Jim was like a dead man, and the other 
one growled out: 

"Dttna for, as I'm a sinner!" and then sprang 



away, going direct across the street to avoid 
meeting those he heard coming. 

A half dozen men came along and one stumbled 
over the man on the ground and fell, 

"Hello! Here's a man down! Strike a match, 
somebody!" 

One struck a match and held it close to the 
face of the unknown. 

"This man has been killed!" exclaimed the man 
with the match. 

"Yes, and we heard the shots," said another of 
the party. 

"Call the police," 

"What is it?" demanded a voice behind them. 

"Here's the police!" exclaimed one, as two of- 
ficers crowded forward. 

One held his lantern so as to east the light on 
the prostrate man's face and remarked: 

"I don't think he is dead. Call an ambulance," 

The other officer hastened to a signal station 
and called an ambulance. In ten minutes the 
ambulance came, and the unconscious man was 
placed in it and driven away. The two officers 
then made inquiries among- those present to try 
to find out all they could about it. No one knew 
anything more than they had heard two shots a 
minute or two before the fire bell clanged. They 
went back to report the case to the captain of 
the station. In the meantime young A! Morton 
was at the Carlton House paying court to his 
pretty cousin, Miss Dora Pel ham, whose life Tom 
Hazen had saved, ishe was sufficiently recovered 
from the shock of that terrible night to sit up 
and move about the sumptuous apartments occu- 
pied by the Mortons. Al and his sister were with 
her when a servant brought up a message from 
the office below, to the effect that a man thc-rs 
wished to see him personally, AI excused him- 
self and went downstairs to the clerk s office. 

"Where's the man who wants to see me?" he 
asked of the clerk. 

"There he is," replied the clerk, as he pointed 
to a young man of rather doubtful appearance, 
who was standing with his back toward the 
office, 

Al went up to him, looked at him for a moment 
or two, wondering who he was. He was a totai 
stranger to him. But he said, touch in him on 
the arm: 

"I am Al Morton. Did you send up for me?" 

"Yes," replied the young man. "Come out On 
the piazza, please," and he led the way out, fol- 
lowed by Ah 

When clear of any third party the young man 
stopped, turned to Al and said' in a 'half whis- 
per: 

"Bryan is hurt and wants to see you at once," 

"Hurt, did you say?" 

"Yes, and wants to see you." 

"How is, he hurt?" 

"Somebody hit him on the nose and ruined it 
forever," 
"When?" 

"Oh, half an hour ago or so." 

"Wait till I get my overcoat and cane and I'll 
go with you." 

Young Morton turned and re-entered the ho- 
tel, leaving the other waiting for him on the 
piazza. When he reappeared he ran down the 
steps, saying to the other 

"Come on. 
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The other followed, and soon they turned and 
walked .hurriedly in the direction of the west side 
of the town, It was the rough side of Carlton, 
the home of the poverty-stricken portion of the 
city. ' They halted in front of a dingy old frame 
house. The guide produced a key, hy means of 
which he effected an entrance. Al followed him 
inside, and the door was closed again. They 
made their way along a passage to the rear of 
the house to a door on 1 the left. It was pushed 
open, and there, on a rude cot, lay a man whose 
face was swathed in bandages. The guide left 
him there and returned to the front door. 

"Why, what has happened, Bryan?" Al asked, 
as he went up to the side of the cot. 

"Oh, I'm ruined!" was the reply, in a husky 
tone of voice, "and Jim is in the hospital more 
dead than alive." 

"Who did it?" 

"Those two young whelps had slungshots, and 
•when we told 'em to hold up their hands they did 
so, but they came down again and we got it in 
the face. I am ruined for life." 

"Good heavens! What's to be done?" and Al 
Morton was white as a sheet as he spoke. 

"I think Jim is done for— 'his skull cracked. Go 
and have Hazes arrested for mur/Ier, naming Jim 
as the victim. The ring matter will be motive 
enough, and that will do the business for him. I 
can appear as a witness against him." 

. "Yes— yes, I see. I think that will settle him 
forever. I'll go and see the police at once. But 
is Jim done for, do you think?" 

"He seemed like a dead man, and they took him 
away like one." 

"If he should be alive, he ought to be posted as 
to what to say." 

"Yes, that's so. I'll see him in the morning, 
Send me $100 in the morning early." 

"One hundred!" 

"Yes. I've got to pay a doctor and have good 
attention." 

"That's pretty steep." 

"You wouldn't have my nose for ten thousand, 
would you?" 

"No, nor for a million. I'll send you the mon- 
ey," and Al turned and left the room. The guide 
met him at the front door and saw him off. 

Joe and Jim Bryan confessed to be private de- 
tectives, and had an office in a cheap quarter of 
the city. Young Al Morton had once employed 
them in some shady transaction, and now had 
engaged thero in a plot to ruin Tom Hazen. The 
police knew nothing wrong of them, but did not 
recognize them as detectives at all. On his way 
back to the hotel, Al passed a policeman whom 
he happened to know. 

"Have you heard of the attempt to murder 
down on Bayard street?" he asked him. 

"Yes. I saw the man and sent him to the hos- 
pital," was the reply. 

"Have you go* the murderer 1° 

"No — do-n't know who he is." 

"I think I do," and then he told the story of 
the diamond ring, adding: 

"I am sure it is Tom Hazen's way ai putting a 
dangerous witness out of the way Run him in 
and get the credit of it If he is not the one, no 
harm will be done, you know." 

Al went on and the officer at once began to see 
a chance to distinguish himself, and stet.in line, of 



promotion. He walked along his beat till he met 
the other one who was with him when Jim Bryan 
was sent to the hospital. It did not take him 
long to tell the story young Morton had givei 
him, 

"Let's run him in," he suggested. 
"He's at the fire," said the other. 
"Take him when the fire is over." 
"We'll be off post then." 

"Yes, and all the more credit to us," replied 
the other. 

They thus arranged the matter and undertook 
to carry it out. But instead of a prisoner, they 
carried numerous bruises to the station and told 
the captain how they got them. The captain sent 
up to the hospital to see what the wounded man 
had to say. But the blow on his head nmde him 
still hazy, and he could tell nothing. 

Thus matters stood, when Tom called on the 
chief of police the next morning and was locked 
up by that official's orders. Ten minutes later it 
was known to the hoy firemen that Tom was in a 
cell at police headquarters, and Bill Sax ton, at 
once went to see the chief of the fire department 
about it. The chief was amassed, and at ones sent 
a lawyer to take charge of the case. The lawyer 
called to see him, and Tom told him his story. 

"Ah, that man in the hospital is the robber, 
then?" the lawyer said, 

"Yes; at least he tried to be. Ben Stewart and 
I happened to have weapons ready for them and 
thus saved ourselves and the money we were 
taking to Mrs. Raines." 

"Well, we'll secure that fellow and see what he 
has to sav about it. But you say there wei~e two 
of tOiem?" 

"Yes, and the other one is hurt, too," Tom 
said. 

"I'll see if we can find him," and the lawyer 
left him to go to the hospital. 

To his astonishment he recognized the wound- 
ed man as Detective Bryan, a private detective, 
whom he had once examined as a witness in court. 
But Jim Bryan was yet unconscious, the blow on 
his temple having been a hard one. The lawyer 
came away and at once procured a warrant for 
the arrest of both the Bryane. The one in the 
hospital was safe enough, but the other one was 
not to be found. He placed the warrant in the 
hands of a constable, not a policeman, and told 
him to lose no time in bagging his man. 

The constable soon found people who knew the 
Bryans, and two hours later Joe Bryan was a 
prisoner. He was all broke up over his arrest, 
and lost no time in sending for Al Morton again. 
Al hastened to the station house, pale and nerv- 
ous, and asked permission to see Bryan. He was 
shown to Bryan's cell at once. 

"They have jugged me," Brvan said. 

"So I see. But what is it for?" 

"The wan-ant charges me with an attempt to 
rob Tom Hazen last night." 

"Well, I'll send a Jawyer to take charge of 
your case, and will pay all the bills. But don't 
send for me again. Send for him. I don't want 
to get mixed up in it. If I do, I'll be a mined 
man." 

"I won't say a word." 

" Well, here's the money I promised to send you 
this morning," and Al gave him a roll of bills as 
he spoke. 
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Bryan toot the Mis and concealed them about 
his person. 

Al then left the station house, and as he pass- 
ed out the front door he almost ran against Tom 
Hazen and the chief of the Are department. The 
chief had just bound himself for Tom to bring 
Uva into court whenever wanted. 




CHAPTER VII.— An Unexpected Meeting. 
Two 



and Jim Bryan came to his 
! in the hospital. The How on bis bead had 
being the death of him. As it was, he 
:ilLin a bad way, and the doctor thought he 
should d,o -very little talking. He did not know 
he >had been placed under arrest, and asked that 
bis brother Joe be sent for. 

"He is hurt almost as badly as you are," the 
doctor told him. 

"Ah! Sorry for that," and he turned his face 
■So fhe wall and remained silent after that. He 
1'eared to make any statement until he had seen 
Toe lest he endangered both. But Joe soon got 
9ut of the station tli rough the effort of the law- 
yer Al Mortan had sent to him. He lost no time 
Ih seeing Jim, The surgeon in charge gave per- 
mission with a warning, and he was shown into 
the ward where the patient lay. They hardly 
knew each other. Jim's head and Joe's face were 
in bandages, 

"Are you Jim?" Joe asked cautiously, in a half 
whisper. 

"Yes; are you Joe?" came from Jim, 

"Yea, all except my nose. That will never be 
as it was again," and then he looked around the 
room to see if they were all alone. Leaning for- 
ward, he asked 

"Have you said 

"No, not a word." 

"Then we are all right. You must tell this 
story: We were attacked in the dark and nearly 
killed. We didn't know who did it till we heard 
Tom Hasen had claimed that he and a friend 
were attacked at the same place. Having knowl- 
edge of a robheiry committed by him, we believe 
he plotted to kill' us and thus save himself, and 
have bad him arrested." 

"Have you had him arrested?" 

"Yes; on the charge of trying to kill us both. 
Morton backs us and has engaged counsel for us. 
He had me arrested, too." 

"What for?" 

"On suspicion of trying to rob him." 

"Then they'll arrest me, too." 

"Yes, very likely. Just stick to this story and 
we'll win sure. Oh, 111 fix him for this!" and 
he laid a hand tenderly on the bandages that 
covered his broken nose. 

After staying out the time allowed him, Joe 
took have of Jim and went away. Days passed, 
and things quieted down somewhat. No fires oc- 
curred to draw the firemen out, and they were 
all at work in their various occupations. Bat 
the boy firemen had a grievance, and could talk 
of nothing else when they met of evenings at 
their hall. They were all like a band of brothers, 
and the cause of one was the concern of all. 

They could not understand why the governor's 
daughter had never thanked Tom for having 



saved her Hfe. Mr. Morton had done so, it was 
true, but she had not. One evening wo id was 
sent to them that a party of friends would pay 
them a visit at the hall on the following evening. 

"That is a hint for us to brush up, boys," said 
Tom -to those present. 

The next evening the hall looked like a bower 
of evergreens and flowers, while the engine down- 
stairs was an immense bank of roses on wheels. 
By eight o'clock young people of both sexes came 
trooping in, and the young firemen gave them a 
cordial reception. The Widow Raines and Dollie 
ran up to Tom to greet and thank him. Tom 
looked at Dollie, and thought he had never seen 
anything half so beautiful in all his life. She 
was dressed in a way to enhance her beauty ten- 
fold. He bowed again, his eyes riveted to her 
blushing face. 

"We are all glad to see you here, Miss Dollie,*' 
he said. 

"I am more than glad to come and thank every 
one of you for what you have done for us," she 
replied, laying a little brown hand on his arm. 

Ben Stewart led a party downstairs and showed 
them the engine, leaving Tom by the side of 
Dollie Raines, ch armed almost to helplessness. 
A few minutes later the musicians came and the 
hail was cleared for a dance. Tom led Dollie out 
on the floor and waltzed round and round the 
room with her. 'When he led her to a seat he 
found that many ladies and gentlemen had come 
in while he was dancing. He excused himsplf to 
Dollie and went to look after others. 

In the crowd he noticed an elderly lady and a 
young, girlish figure by her side, standing near 
a window. There was something about the young 
lady's face that seemed a little bit familiar, 
yet he could not recollect her. He went 
ttie elderly lady and said: 

"Madam, come with me to the other end i 
hall and I'll get seats for you." 

"Thank you," she replied, and they both fol- 
lowed him. He procured seats for them. 

He turned to the young lady and said: 

"I can't tell you how much we appreciate this 
visit from our friends." 

"Oh, if you would keep open house one night 
in each week." she replied, as she took the prof- 
fered seat, "I think you would see us here quite 
often." 

"I will tell the hoys that," he said. 

"How is it that Mazeppa No. 2 is always first 
at a fire?" she asked. 

"I suppose it's owing to youth and enthusiasm,™ 
he replied. 

"Are not the old firemen just a little hit jeal- 
ous of Maseppa's successes?" 

"Indeed, I cannot say. We do our best to beat 
'em. and sometimes we succeed. We think we 
itKwa a ritrbt to feel proud of our success." 

"You certainly have. How many lives have 
you saved, Mr. Hazen?" 

"I'm sure I don't know," 

"Don't call on the young ladies you save?" 

"Not, unless I am well acquainted with them. 
Jt would be cheeky on my part to do so. I did 
call on the Widow Raines the other day, but I 
went to P'ive her some money our friends had 
subscribed for her. She lost everything in that 
fire, you know." 
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"Yes, so I heard. You were dancing with her 
daughter just now, were you not?" 
Yes >J ' 

"She' is very beautiful." 

"She is, indeed. Do you dance?" 

"Yes f, I am fond of it." 

"Will yoa honor me with this one?" 

"With pleasure," and she arose from the chair 
and went out on the floor with him. 

No one in the hall seemed to know her, ami 
many wondered who she was as she waltzed round 
tjte circle with him. She was a very graceful 
dancer and Tom was proud of her. When he 
led her to her seat again he asked for her name. 
"She looked up at him in silence for at least two 
minutes, and then said: 

"I am Dara Pelharn." 

Tom started as if stung, She was the govern- 
or's daughter! He had saved her life and heen 
accused of stealing a diamond ring from her. He 
turned white and red by turns. She reached out 
and laid a hand on his arm, saying: 

"I came here to see and tell you that I believe 
in your honesty, and even though you did not 
answer my letter." 

" y, I never received any note from you," he 



the building, which was threatening to collapse. 
Just then a tremendous shout arose and Tom 
was seen clinging to a wire which stretched 
across to a telegraph pole across the street. Dora, 
on seeing him, cried: "Save him!" and broke 
away fi-otn the chief and dashed toward the burn- 
ing building. The chief made a dash for her, 
picked her up in his arms and carried her to 
the Morton carriage, 



CHAPTER VIII— Al terns His Fate and 



the carriage, he 



young 



Clang! Clang! The great fire bel'l struck, and 
instantly the wildest confusion reigned in the 
hall. Young firemen, who were waltzing round 
tine room, flung their fair partners aside and 
made a wild rush for the engine room below. 
Like a huge leviathan bedecked with flowers the 
engine shot out into the street and went off like' 
a roaring thunderbolt in the direction of the fire 
in the second district. The fire was in a busi- 
ness block and among a lot of frame buildings 
which were burning like tinder when the firemen 
arrived. 

The chief of the Are department saw the dan- 
ger that threatened that part of the city, and 
directed the main efforts of the firemen to pre- 
vent 'its spreading. 

"Cut through the roofs and flood the stores on 
each side!" was the order he gave, and the daring 
young foreman of Mazeppa No. 2 was the first 
on the roof of the store on the right. 

Trumpet in hand, he gave orders in a quick, 
terse way that told how well he knew what he 
was ''doing. Suddenly a barrel of oil exploded in 
the store below him, and the roof heaved up and 
sank down with a terrific crash, carrying him 
with it. A cry of horror rent the air as a cloud 
of dust, smoke and sparks went up from the 
wreck. 

Tom Haaen was the only one to go down with 
that roof. And it was witnessed by Dora Pel- 
ham, the governor's daughter, She had left the 
ball and entered a carriage and was driven to 
the'scene of the fire. Alighting near the burning 
building, she saw the Morion carriage also oh 
the scene, with Al and his sister in it. She had 
seen the roof fall and had recognized Tom Hazen 
as the man who had saved her life. It had been 
a case of love at first sight on her part, and now 
she had witnessed, so she thought, his doom. 
Soon she saw the fire chief near, and hastened 
to ask about Tom's fate. The chief stated that 
Tom had nine lives, like a cat, and would prob- 
out of it somehow. But that did not 
Dora, and she started for the front of 



On 

Morton; 

"Miss Peiham wishes to return to the hotel. 
Please take charge of her." 

"Certainly. I've been waiting here for her," 
and Al opened the carriage door for her. 

"Tell me, is Tom safe?" she asked of the chief, 
with a coolness that broke A! all up. 

"Yes; perfectly safe." 

"Then we'll go home," and she leaned back in 
the seat and utterly ignored her cousin, 

Al was in no mood to talk to her. He saw she 
was excited, and in a humor to quarrel with hint. 

"Why don't you be a fireman? 1 ' she asked him. 

"It is not a gentleman's calling," was the re- 
ply. 

"Oh, indeed! I find quite a number of gentle- 
men among them, though," 

"That's more than I have been able to do." 

"Perhaps you have never tried." 

"I have no desire, I'm sure." 

His coolness somewhat puzzled her. She was 
trying to punish him by pretending to be quite 
in love with all firemen, hoping he would do or 
say something to give her a "chance to crush him 
with the knowledge she had of the diamond ring 
business. 

But he seemed to be afraid to say anything to 
irritate her, and in a few moments more they 
were at the hotel. He sprang out and assisted her 
and his sister out. The two girls ran in and up 
to their rooms. 

The next day Al Morton, driven to desperation 
by the occurrence of the evening before, made up 
his mind to rind out how he stood with the fair 
Dora. He watched for the chanee to speak to 
her alone, and said: 

"Cousin Dora, I am at a loss to know why you 
treated me as you did last night. I love you 
more than m,v own soul, and want you to be my 
wife. Will you?" 

"No!" she said, very firmly. "You not Hie 
sort of man I could love, even were you a king 
of a vast kingdom." 

He turned pallid — ashen hued — and leaned 
against a chair for support. 

"Your conduct since the fire has caused me to 
despise you," and she almost hissed the words 
at him. 

"What have I done to merit your displeasure, 
cousin?" he asked, suddenly pulling himself to- 
gether. 

"You really don't know, do you?" 
"I certainly do not." 

"You have not forgotten about this ring, have 
you?" and she held up her hand as she spoke, 
displaying the splendid cluster of diamonds. 
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"No, I have not," he replied. 

"Then 1 need say no more." 

"Did I do wrong to have it recovered and 
hro ught back to you?" 

"No; you did -wrong to take it from me and 
try to make it an instrument for the ruin of an- 
other man," and she looked him full in the face 
as she spoke. 

He winced slightly, but a moment later asked: 

"What are vou hinting at, cousin?" 

"Oh, -my, how dull you are!" and a sarcastic 
smile played ah out her mouth. 

"Did any one tell you such a story as that?" 
he asked, trying a cool bluff on her. 

"Cousin Al," she said, "I don't wish to have a 
quarrel with you. I know the whole truth, about 
the ring now, and in order to end the matter, I 
will tell you that Mr. Delmar, the chief of the 
fire department, and five other good men are 
ready to swear that they saw this ring on my 
hand after I was placed in your arms the night 
of the fire, hence Mr. Hasien could not have taken 
it before that time, and he never saw me again 
after that The men who pretended to have found 
it in his pocket took it there with them, If you 
will tell me why you did such a thing, 1 will try 
to forgive you." 

"I never did such a thing. Those men swore to 
a lie." 

She turned away and left the room, leaving him 
there as though rooted to the spot. He was in 
the throes of a terrible desperation, and a gleam 
of savage ftendishness was in his eyea. 

"It is all over!" he hissed, "She shall have 
reason to hate as %vell as despise me," and with 
that he turned and left the room. 

"What in the -world is the matter with brother, 
Dora?" Al's sister asked, a few minutes later. 
"He has been talking to you, and now he looks 
like death in the face. Did he propose to you ? " 

"Yes, and I said no. I am not in love with 
him, by any means." 

"Oh, he looks awful. I am afraid he'll do 
something- awful." 

"I don't think he'll do himself any harm, what- 
ever else he may do." 

"Did he and you have a quarrel?" 

"I don't know that it might be called a quar- 
rel. It certainly was no lovers' quarrel, for I 
am not, and never have been, In love with him." 

"I am so sorry for him." 

But as the fair Dora did not express any sym- 
pathy for Mm, his sister suspected that there 
was a really serious quarrel on hand. She went 
in search of him to get as much of the truth out 
of him as possible. He was not in his room, so 
she sent downstairs for him. Word came back 
to the effect that he. was not there, and no one 
knew where he was, 

"I'll wait till I see him/' she said to herself, 
"before saying anything more about it to ber." 

She expected to see him at noon, hut he did 
not make an appearance at the dinner tabte, and 
at once her imagination began to get in some 
fine work. What if, in his despair over the re- 
jection of his suit, he had taken his life ? The 
thought nearly erased her. 

"Oh, Dora!" she said to her cousin. "What if 
he Jus killed himself? Many men have done so 
for iovo of women, you know!" 



Dora burst out laughing, and her cousin was 
shocker! at her heartlessness, and told her so. 

"I am not heartless, dear," Dora replied. "I 
laugh because I well know that nothing on earth 
could make him do any harm to himself. He 
thinks too much of his sacred person to even 
pinch himself," and she again laughed with an 
abandon that caused her cousin to protest, 

"Wait and see," Dora said, and then changed 
the conversation. 

That evening Al was still missing and his sis- 
ter became still more alarmed. She went to her 
mother and told her of her fears. Of course the 
mother became alarmed, too, and went at once 
to her husband. 

"It is not an uncommon thing for him to absent 
himself from home for several days at a time," 
the banker said, "so we won't worry about it 
until a reasonable time has passed without hear- 
ing from him." 

Her fears were allayed for the time being, and 
the matter was dropped. But the young sister 
did not cease to let her imagination have full 
play, and so became a prey to all the fears that 
the feminine mind is heir to. 




CHAPTER IX.— Shots in a Fire — A Mystery. 

Several days passed and still voung Morton 
had not been seen or heard from hv any of his 
friends. Ah a matter of course, the family kept 
their anxiety a secret from the public. Nobody 
seemed to miss him save a few youths of his 
particular set, and none of them was in any way 
uneasy about him. In the meantime, a magnifi- 
cent solid silver trumpet came by express from 
New York to Thomas Hazen. On it was en- 
graved: 

''From Dora Pelhara 
"Foreman, 

0*%*' t>.°/s>" Tom exclaimed, as he exhibited 
the beautiful work of art to the young firemen, 
"just look at this!" 

They crowded around him and examined the 
trumpet with the deepest interest. They felt 
that was as complimentary to the entire company 
as it was to him. Not one envied him its pos- 
session, 

"Oh, but it's a daisy!" exclaimed Jack Thorn. 
"So it is," said Ben Stewart. 
"And so is she," put in Dan Allen. 
"ao say we all of us!" cried half the crowd 
present. . 

"Let's ask her to ride with us on our parade 
boys," suggested Dan. 

"Yes, let's do it Lord, but if she does, we'll 
just scoop all the honors," and Jack Thorn be- 
came very enthusiastic over the matter. 

"Just hold up, boys," cautioner! Tom. "Miss 
Pelham is able to give us this thing because she 
is rich and the daughter of the governor of the 
state. The others whose lives we have saved 
would do as much, too, were they able; but they 
are not. But we must not ask her to ride with 
us and not invite the others. That wouldn't do " 

"You are right, Tom," said Ben Stewart, "I 
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don't think she is too proud to go with the oth- 
ers." 

"I don't, either," Tom replied. "She is the 
bravest girl I ever met." 

That evening the entire company met at the 
engine hall to prepare for the coming parade of 
all the firemen of the city.' They were engaged in 
appointing committees, when the great fire hell 
rang out an alarm for the Fifth Ward, Instantly 
every one was at his po&t and the engine and 
ladder truck went careening down the street like 
a roaring torrent. It was a long run to the. scene 
of the fire, which proved to be m an old building 
occupied by some very poor families. The flames 
spread rapidly and had a good headway ere the 
firemen arrived. 

"They are all out exeept an old man _ 
third floor!" called out a workingman 
child in each arm, 

"Up with the ladder, boys!" Tom sang out 
through his trumpet. 

Then he turned to the workingman and asked: 

"Which, window?" 

"Third one from the comer. There he is!" 

They looked up and saw an old man with a 
long white beard appear at the window and wave 
his arms as though too much rattled to do any- 
thing else. With his usual impulsiveness Tom 
sprang forward and ran up the ladder with a 
squirrel-like agility. Ere he reached the window 
the white-haired old man had disappeared in the 
smoke of the room. Tom climbed in through the 
■window and called out: 

"Here, old man! This way for safety — quick!" 

Crack! A pistol shot rang out and struck the 
silver trumpet Tom held in his left, hand, 

"Here! This way!" 

Crack! A bullet crushed through Tom's leather 
hat. Tom quickly suspected another crank, and 
he fell heavily to the floor as if shot. 

"That settled him!" he heard a voice say, and 
the next moment retreating footsteps were also 
heard, 

J 'Well, you may roast for all I care!" said Tom, 
springing up and rushing for the window. "I 
don't want any more fooling with cranks," and 
he made his way down the ladder alone. 

"Did you lose him?" Jack Thorn asked him. 

"No. He's as craay as, a loon. He shot at me 
twice." 

"The deuce! Let him burn. Somehow or other 
a lot of old lire cranks are hanging around Carl- 
ton." 

Others came up to 
fate of the old man 
window, 

"Hello! Look at your 
Dan Allen. 

Tom held rip his sph 
and found a ragged bulk 

"That fellow aimed right at my head," he re- 
marked. 

"Did you see him?" 

"Not clearly." 

"We heard the shots and thought they were 
some weapons heated by the fire." 

As the building was an old one and all the 
occupants were out, the firemen devoted their 
time to preventing the flames from spreading. 
The news that an old man, who had shot twice at 
Tom Hazen, had been consumed in the lire spread 
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all over the neighborhood, and the deepest in- 
terest was excited. At last a couple of men said: 
"He was not roasted. We saw him get out by 
the rear window, letting himself down by a 
rope." 

"Are you sure?" Tom Hazen asked them. 

"Yes, for I know him. He has been here but 
three days." 

"And he slid down by a rope?" 

"Yes- we stood by and saw him come down." 

"Well, I am going to find out something about 
this," said Tom, shaking his head. "I can't un- 
derstand why he should want to shoot me," 

"Oh, he was some old crank, I guess," remark- 
ed a member of the Vigilant Fire Company. 

"Maybe he was; but he had sense enough to 
save himself after trying to kill me." 

"Yes, it does look that way," assented the other. 

The firemen kept at work to prevent the Are 
from spreading, and when it was all extinguished 
they returned to their quarters in a leisurely 
way. Tom was mad as a hornet over the spoiling 
of his beautiful trumpet by the bullet holes that 
had been made in it. Dora Pelham read an ac- 
count of the shooting, and expressed a desire to 
sea -the trumpet again. Tom called at the hotel 
with 'it, and sent up his card. It came back with 
a verbal message that she did not wish to see 
him. He was astonished. 

"Did she tell you to 
of the servant to 

p Yes sir 

"Very we'll," and he turned on his heel and left 
the hotel. 

At the engine hall he was in a very bad humor, 
for he was under the impression that somebody 
had -lied to him. 

"What's the matter, Tom?" Jack Thorn asked 
him. 

He told him. 

"She never sent you that message, Tom," Jack 
said. 

"How do you know?" 

"Because she ain't that kind of a girl. She 
.thinks too much of you to give you a douche 
like that," 

"Well, that's the report the hallboy made, any- 
way." 

"Something is wrong, Tom," Jack remarked, 
shaking his bead. "T'd find out about it if I 
were you." 

"How can I?" 

"See Miss Pelham herself." 

"But how can I? I tried to last night, yon 
know." 

"Get some one else to see her, or else write to 
her." 

"Ah! I'll write her a note!" 

He procured pen and paper and soon had a 
note written, sealed and addressed to her. It 
was sent to the post office. 

"I won't hear from her till to-morrow morning, 
if I hear from her at all," be said to himself. 
"I'll go and see Mrs. Raines about herself sad 
Dollie riding with lis on our parade. Mother and 
daughter would be a big card for us." 

Early in tihe evening Tom started out to call 
on the Widow Raines and her daughter. It was 
a long walk from his boarding house, and he 
walked briskly in order to reach there at a rea- 
sonable hour. He found them bath at home and 
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very glad to see him, and iE a little while he had 
told how the boy firemen wanted thein to ride on 
tile ladder truck in the fireman's parade. 

"Miss Pelham has been invited, too," he said; 
"so you will be in good company." 

; The members of Mazeppa Fire Company are 
good enough company for us," said the widow. 

'■Thank you," Tom said. "Still, the governor's 
daughter is good company, too," 

"Yes. But if she should he on the truck I'm 
afraid you hoys could not see any one but her." 

"I don't know about that," Tom replied. "Miss 
Collie here is the better-looking of the two." 
"Oh, ray!" exclaimed Dollie. "Did you come all 
I way ww here to say that ?" 
'No, I did not I made the same remark up 
in the engine hall yesterday, and didn't dream 
I'd have a chance to say so before your face. All 
the boys in the company say the same thing." 

Dollie laughed, but felt proud and happy over 
the compliment, for she was hut a girl, after all, 
sand no girl ever forgets a thing like that. She 
and her mother agreed to ride on the truck on 
the parade. 

"Can j on ride a horse, Miss Dollie?" Tom 
asked the young girl, 

"Dear me, no!" she replied. 

"Why do you ask?" the widow demanded. 

"If she can, I was going to ask her and Miss 
Pelham to ride the two horses in front of the 
engine that day." 

"Oh, my, she shall learn how to ride in time 
to do so," said the widow, eager to give Dollie a 
chance to be side by side with the govern or/s 
daughtei - . 

After a pleasant visit he prepared to return 
to his boarding house. Just as he was about to 
leave, Mrs. JJaines showed htm a heavy cane, 
saying : 

"This is for you. It is heavy, but you may 
have use for it some time." 

"Thank you. I'll keep it because you gave it to 
me," and he bade them good night and left. 

Only a few blocks from the house he perceived 
a man following him. Turning suddenly around, 
he confronted the man and accused him of fol- 
lowing him. The man denied it and made a mo- 
tion as if to draw a gun. Tom struck him with 
the cane and knocked him down, also knocking 
a wig from his head. A policeman now came up 
and asked Tom what the trouble was, Tom told 
him and showed him the wig. The policeman 
searched the man's pockets and found a revolver 
fully loaded. His beard was also false. 

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Tom, when the 
beard was pulled off. "It is A] Morton!" 

"I will send for the patrol wagon and take him 
in," said the policeman, moving away. 

Suddenly young Morton sprang up and dashed 
away. He had been playing possum. Tom yelled 
to the policeman and he came running back. Then 
they gave chase to the fugitive. Al Morton at 
the end of the block lan into the arms of another 
policeman, who held him until Tom and the officer 
came up. Matters were explained and Al was 
lugged off to the station house where the captain, 
after hearing the evidence, locked young Morton 
up in a cell. 

Next morning Tom called at the hotel to see 
Miss Pelham. She met him in the ladies' parlor. 

why he did not call in answer to 



her letter, and when Tom told her that an at- 
tache of the hotel told hira that Miss Pelham had 
refused to see him and he hsd gone away, she 
was greatly surprised and said she did not know 
he had called. He spent some time with her, and 
when he was leaving the hotel met Al Morton and 
his father coming in. . His father had gone to 
the station-house early that morning to see his 
son. 



CHAPTER X.— The Banker and His Hopeful Son. 

On reaching the station house the banker gave 
his name to the captain afid asked to be per- 
mitted to see his son. He was shown into the 
captain's private office, and Al was sent for. 
He had a frown on his face, for he was, annoyed 
at the situation. Al did not know who he was to 
meet when he was ushered into the room. The 
pain of the blow he had received on tl 
still hurt him, and a lump half as big as I 
had risen there. 

"What in the world have you been up to, Al- 
bert?" exclaimed his father, the moment he en- 
tered the room. 

"I have been doing some detective work in 
disguise, and got into trouble aboutu it, that's 
all." 

"What's the trouble between you and Hazen? 
We all feci very grateful to him!" 

"We liad a fight a little v.hile before the fira 
at our home, and he has been doing all he could 
to ruin me ever since." 

By Teason of his wealth and influence, the 
banker was permitted to take Al home with him, 
promising to have him in court at nine o'clock 

They both saw Tom as they entered the hotel, 
but did not say anything to him. The banker 
wished to keep matters quiet until he had con- 
sulted his lawyer. Early the next morning Dora 
Pelham sent for the landlord, told him of the 
failure of his clerks in sending Tom's card up to 
her, and insisted that thereafter all cards should 
be handed to her personally. 

In the meantime Ml', Morton had sent for his 
lawyer to go with Al to the police court and then 
to push the law on Tom Hazen. The lawyer 
shook his head when he heard APs story, and, 
turning to his father, said: 

"My advice is that you get out of this case as 
easily as possible and then drop the matter."" 

"And not arrest Hazen ?" 

"No; if you do, you'll get the worst of it. But 
let's go to the police court and see what the- 
situation is." 

Toni was there when the three alighted from 
a carriage. Mr. Morton, who had once pledged 
him a lifelong friendship, gave him a scowling 
glance and passed into the courtroom. The po- 
liceman who had arrested Al corroborated Tom's 
story, and so the prisoner had no witness but 
himself. Cross-examination ruined him, and the 
case went against him. He was held in bail for 
a higher court. His father promptly gave bail 
for him, and they returned to the hotel together. 
That evening the Morton family were denouncing 
Tom Hazen in the severest terms before Dora 
Pelham 

"What do you think of him, dear?" Mrs. Mor- 
as ked her niece. 



"I think him entirely innocent," was the reply. 

"Indeed 1 And what do you think of Albert? 

"1 think he is wrong— guilty of crime." 

Mrs. Morton came near fainting on hearing 
that, and then poured out a flood of wrath on her 
niece for daring to speak SO of her son — her Al- 
bert. 

"You had belter scold him instead of me, aunt," 
Dora said. "I am not in any danger, but he is. 
If you want to know more, I can tell you more," 

"What do you know?" the mother demanded. 

Then Dora told his mother everything, and 
cited the proofs of Al's guilt. Mr. Morton was 
dam founded. He was hard-headed and entirely 
devoid of sentiment 

"If all that is true," he said to his wife, "a 
million dollars can't save him from State prison. 
The boy is a fool and knave combined," 

"You can easily find out," Dora said. "1 give 
you the names of six men who are witnesses. The 
chief- of the fire department is one of them. Go 
and see him!" 

"I will see Hazen myself," said the banker, "so 
don't say any more about it till I have talked with 
him." 

"You can see him this evening," Dora said. 
"He is coming to see me and bring the trumpet 
with the bullet holes in it." 

"I shall write- to your father at once to send 
for you. You need some one to watch over you," 
said' Mrs. Morton. 

"If father sends for me I shall go. 
But I'll tell him all about your model son," 

That was a hard cut. Mrs. Morton wi 
of rthe name and fame of Dora's fat . 
brother, and dreaded to have him know 
that would give him a bad opinion of one 
her children. She did not make any reply, but 
arose and left the room. Dora waited for the 
expected visit of Tom Hazen, and when she re- 
ceiver! his card she quickly repaired to the ladies' 
parlor to receive him. 

"Oh, you have brought the trumpet!" she said, 
as she took it from his hands and examined the 
bullet holes in it. 

Mr, Morton came in ere he could say anything 
to Irer, and said: 

"Pardon me for intruding, but my niece said I 
could see you, too. May I ask you a few ques- 
tions?" 

"As many as you please, sir," Tom replied. 

In ten minute's the rich banker had the whole 
story, and was mad enough to horsewhip his 
hopeful son. 




"On the contrary, I am more than pleased," she 
returned. "If Al is not promptly held in check he 
will come to some bad end." 

Tom told her that the hoys wanted her and 
Miss Do Hie Raines to ride on the engine horses 
in the big parade, and she agreed. Suddenly the 
great fire bell struck, and Tom bounded to his 
feet. Dora sprang up, too, and threw the loop 
of the siik cord of the trumpet over liis head, 
saying: 

"Be prudent for — my sake." 

Tom grasped her right hand in his and pressed 
it to his lips. Then with a bound he was away. 
He knew that Mazeppa No. 2 would come that 
way. In less than two minutes the roar of the 
lire engine was heard coming down tt&e street, 
Tom waited in front of the hotel to join the boys 
as they came by. An old beggar woman, evi- 
dently very deaf, came toward him from the op- 
posite side of the street. 

"Go back! Go back!" Tom yelled at h*r, but 
she slouched forward right in front of the ca- 
reering steeds. 

"The old fool!" hissed Tom, and at the same 
moment the driver of the engine as well as the 
spectators cried out for her to go back. Sud- 
denly Tom darted forward to save her. He 
caught her round the waist and fall to the stone 
pavement with her, and the engine barely missed 
them as it thundered bv. A few seconds later 

out of %ht 6 ladtkr daShCd bi ' PaSS6d 

"He must be hurt," said a spectator. "He 
hasn't moved since he fell." 

At that moment a young woman who had seen 
all from the window of the ladies' parlor ran out 
and darted across the streyt— the first to reach 
the prostrate young fireman. It was Miss Pel- 
ham, and she ordered him earned into the hotel, 
and had him put into one of the best rooms in 
the house, and the Tegular physician was sum- 
moned. It proved to be a bad case of concus- 
sion of the brain, and not until the next morning 
did he come to in a way to know anything. The 
first one he saw wa3 Dora Pelham, who sat by 
his bedside, 

"Where am I?" he asked. 

"In the Carlton House," she replied, "You 
were hurt last night, and they brought vou in 
here." 

"Why didn't they take me to the 



CHAPTER XI.— Tonics Hun Again, But Does 

Ten minutes were enough for him to learn all 
the farts, and the crestfallen banker asked: 

"If ho will apologize, Will you let the matter 
stop at that?" 

"Yes, if he will make a written one, stating 
what he apologizes for." 

Morton bowed and left the room. 

"Oh, but I am glad you did not yield to Mm!" 
Dora said, as soon as her uncle left the room. 

"I am glad you are not offended with me," 
Tom replied. 




"I would not let them, I 
myself," and though she was 
sleep, she blushed ml. 

"And you have been here 
not?" 

"The doctor says you must not talk too much, 
A man with a broken head must keep quiet." 

He smiled and gaxed at her in silence for soma 
minute3, and then asked: 

"Will you let me say three words?" 

"Yes, if you will keep quiet then." 

"I love you." 

Those were the three words, and when she 
heard them she leaned over and kissed him and 
said : 

"I love you." 

His hand sought hers, and a profound silence 
in the room till the doctor came. A few 
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minutes later a 
to Dora: 
"Your 



in and whispered 
see you." 



CHAPTER XII.— The Governor and His Daugh- 
ter. 

On hearing that her father, the governor of 
the State, harl arrived, Dora Peiham hastened to 
meet him. She found him in her aunt's room, 
of coarse, and was caught in his arms as cjuick 
as she eouid get te him. 

"Are you really well, daughter 7 " he asked, 
holding her off at arm's length, and gazing at 
her with all the solicitude of an anxious father. 

"Yes, father. I never felt better in all my 
life. How did yon leave mother?" 

"She is not well, and you nrnsi go to her as 
soon as possible," the governor replied. 

"Then I'll go at once, T didn't know she was 
the least bit unwell. When will yen leave, fa- 
ther?" 

"At four P. M." 

"I'll be ready by that time," and she hurried 
to her own room to look after the packing of her 
trunks. 

"Aunt is at the bottom of this, I am sure. She 
telegraphed father to come for me, and mother 
is no more ill than I am. 1 am going to see about 
it at once," and she stopped packing her trunk to 
go in search of her father. She found him in 
consultation with her aunt— her father's sister. 
Said she: 

"Father, who telegraphed you to come here for 
me?" Dora asked, and the abrupt Question star- 
tled both her father and aunt. 

"Why. who told yon 1 had been telegraphed 
for?" her father asked. 

"Don't ask any questions till you have answered 
mine. Did aunt or uncle telegraph for you?" 

"Yes— 1 telegraphed to him," said her aunt 
defiantly. 

"Indeed! Well, you can rest assured that I 
shall tell him all I know of you, hopeful, who is 
at the bottom of all this." 

"Whv, what in the world is ther matter?" ex- 
claimed the governor, as Mrs. Morton burst into 
tears and left the room. 

"I v.ill tell you all. father," and in ten minutes 
she had told him all she knew of the perform- 
ances of her cousin. A] Morton, since the burning 
of tht; Morton residence. 

"Tell me, are you in love with this young fire- 
man?" her father asked. 

"I don't know whether it is gratitude or love» 
I have found him to be a gentleman and a brav% 
man. .He is really a boy yet — only about my own 
age, and has never presumed on his service to 
me. He has never called here save when I setet 
for him, once to thank him, and once to bring; 
me the silver trumpet I gave him. 1 am sorry 
to say it, hut aunt has not told you the truth 
about him. B 

"Well, pack up yqur things and we'll leave at 
four o'clock." 

She returned to her room to res urn a the task 
of packing her trunks, aided by a maid. Her 
aunt came in and shut the door. 

Turning upon her niece, she hissed.: 



"Dora Peiham, you have ruined my son! A 
week from now you will wish you had never "been 
born! Your name will be a byword on the streets- 
of Carlton!" 

Dora was equal to the emergency. 

'•You are capable of making it so, aunt," she 
replied. "I think I shall regret more that you 
are my father's sister than anything else. You 
forget that you are actually pushing your son 
into the penitentiary." 

Her aunt gasped for breath. Dora had cut her 
in a vital place. She was a woman to whom 
social position was everything, and hera she was 
in danger of social ruin. The personification of 
selfishness herself, she could not forgive it in 
others. Mrs. Morton left the room and returned 
to her own, sent for the governor, who had gone 
downstairs to receive visits from the politicians. 
He sent word back that he would be up again as 
soon as possible. In the meantime Dcra paid a 
visit to Tom after the doctor had dressed the 
wound on his head. She found Jack Thorn and 
Ben Stewart there. 

"Oh, I am so giad you boys have come," she 
said, as she shook hands with each of them. 
"Tom was here last night, and when the fire bell 
clanged 1 said to him to be prudent for my sake, 
and he ran out and got hurt right before my 
eyes. Mow if I was his wife, I'd- give him a good 
scolding— that's what I'd do." 

"Do you want to scold me?" Tom asked. 

"Yes, indeed. I really think you deserve a 
good scolding." 

"Well, if you'll promise to scold me, I'll marry 
you." said lie, looking her full in the face. 

She turned to Jack, saying: 

"You hear him. Go and get a minister and 
fats! say Tom wants him. You and Ben shall he 
the only witnesses." 

"Oh, Dora!" Tom murmured. "This is more 
than I could ever hope for. 1 am not dreaming, 
am I?" 

"No, dear. You are wide awake," she replied. 

Jack soon came back to report that a minister 
would soon be there. Half an hour later the 
minister came down and many guests rushed 
forward to ask how the young fireman was. 

"I think he is doing very well," he replied. 

"Is he near death?" 

"No, I think not. On the contrary, he is the 
happiest man in the State just now. 1 married 
him to Miss Peiham a few minutes ago." 

That was a bombshell in the big hotel. The 
news flew like flashes of lightning, and the 
ister disappeared. The governor was 
but kept perfect control of himself. 

The firebell rang again that night, and- the 
fire was at the Raines home. Mrs. Raines and 
Dolly were both saved by heroic work, the latter 
by Jack Thorn. As Jack was head over heels 
in love with Dolly and proposed marriage, Dolly 
accepted him, as she couldn't get Tom now, and 
the two were immediately married. News of the 
event soon reached Dora and Tom at the hotel, 
and it is unnecessary to add how pleased they 
were at the news. 

The next day the door of Tom's room flew 
open, and in dashed Al Morton pistol in hand 
and the light of unreason in his eyes. Dora 
was also hi the room. Tom sprang out of bed 
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The sound of the pistol shot rang through the 
big hotel -with a startling distinctness. Then a 
scream and a rush followed. The scream came 
from Dora ITazen. When Tom sprang forward 
and grappled with Al Morton she never moved 
or uttered a word. She stood like one ctazed, 
paring at them in a death struggle on the floor. 
Suddenly she saw Al press the muzzle of a re- 
volver against Tom's side. Then she screamed, 
darted forward, and seized the weapon, wrenching 
it from his hand. It was at that moment that 
help came. Tom had the upper hand of him, 
but he was still struggling fiercely and veiling: 

'Til kill Mm! m W] 'em both!" 

The guests separated them. Tom went back 
to look for Dora, but the wild shrieks that came 
from Al Morton told that he had lost his reason 
and had suddenly become insane He found her 
standing nevtr the mantel with the revolver 3till 
in her band. She did not seem to be aware that 
she still had it. 

"Dora, you saved my life," he said, 

"Yes, Tom, and now you are mine more than 
ever." and that was the idea uppermost in her 
mind in the moment of greatest peril. 

They remained in their apartment till friends 
came to inquire if either had been hurt, and then 
were told that Al was clean gone mentally, and 
his mother almost in a state of collapse. 

"T am sorry for them," Tom said to the phy- 
sician, who told him the news. "I am not hurt in 
tlhe least, but it was a close call. One bullet went 
into the wall there, and another brought down a 
lot of plastering from the ceiling overhead," and 
he pointed to the places as he spoke. 

But when the news reached the engine house 
of Mazeppa No. 2, the boys became greatly ex- 
cited. They seemed to think that Al Morton's 
insanity was feigned for the purpose, and at 
last decided to send Jack Thorn and Bill Saxton 
to see Tom about it. Tom and Dora were seated 
in their little parlor with a couple of ladies who 
had called when Jack, Dollie, and Bill were shown 
in. The two brides ran into each other's arms 
and hugged and kissed in a mutual sympathy. 

"Well, you are alive yet, old man," Jack re- 
marked, as he shook hands with Tom. 

"Yes, I am pretty hard to kill, I guess," said 
Tom, as Bill and Jack took seate. "But he'd have 
finished me but for Dora," and he explained to 
them how she "had seized and wrenched the pistol 
from Al Morton's hand just in time to save him. 

The young firemen had a pleasant visit, and 
then took leave of Tom and Dora. Jack and his 
wife went home and Bill Saxton hastened back 
to the engine house to tell the boys what Tom 
had said. He had hardly finished telling his story 
when the fire bell struck. Instantly every mem- 
ber was at his post, and in ten seconds the huge 
enj^ine dashed out of the engine house and went 
oft' down the street with a roar. 

They went past the Carlton House, and saw 
Tom and Dora at the window. A wild cheer went 
up from each boy fireman, and the next moment 



they were nut of sight down the si rest. It was a 
big- fire, and two lives were lost. The Sfigjagii r >f 
the thiee companies worked like heroes, and 
saved several. But no da nag deeds were done 
save by Dan Allen, who came near losing his life 
in trying to get an old man out of the burning 
building. He succeeded, however, and .the fire- 
men and spectators cheered him as ha eaflte 
down to the ground. The neTrt mm-ning, when 
Tom read the account cf the fire in the nnper-;, 
he said to Dora that he was sorry he was net 
there with the boys. 

"Well, I am m&A you were not," she re:' lied. 
"You are not strong enough yet for <rr.eh !mrel 
work," and she sat down by him and told him of 
many things she wished him to do now that 
was her husband. The next day his phys ; ciaii 
told him 'he could go our. and would run ro risk 
whatever, so far as In is hurt was concerned. 

"Then T am going to see the hoys to-night," he 
said to Dora. 

"But you must not run to any fires," she quick- 
ly interposed, 

"Well, I_ won't if no fire bi-eaks out," he re- 
turned smilingly. 

He went to the company's hall, and the boys' 
received him with a hurrah, crowding about him 
to shake his hand, 

"You have everything in shape for the parade. 
I see," he remarked to Saxton. 

"Yes, and you ought to see. the wreaths we 
have for the two brides who a^B to ride in front 
of the en gine," Saxton replied, **We are goint? 
to take the prize all along the line, and don't 
you forget it." 

Clang—clan?— clang! The great fire bell cm? 3 
more called them to duty, and Tom RktOS wns 
one of the first to bound downstairs, don his 
fireman's hat, seize his trumpet, and dash out 
with the engine for the scene of conflagration. 
The fire was in a tenement house down in the 
lower end of the city. The holding was of frame, 
four stories high, and burned like tinder. It was 
crowded with poor families, some of whom had 
retired to rest after a daily struggle for bread. 

Mazeppa No. 2 was the second company to 
reach the fire, the Vigilant being much nearer to 
it than the others. But the difference was only 
a few brief moments, and in an incredibly short 
space of time two streams were pouring upon 
the burning building. 

"Up with the ladders 1" cried Tom, and the hoys, 
cheered by the sound of his voice, rushed the 
ladder's up to a third sfory window where two 
women were screaming for help, 

Tom sprang forward and went up the ladder 
with the agility of a squirrel. 

"Cnme out on the ladder!" he called to both of 
the women, and one came out to him. 

The other one was in the act of climbing out 
when a loud explosion in the room behind her 
sent her headlong do%vn upon Tom and the other 
who had preceded hsr. 



CHAPTEK XV.— Conclusion. 

The woman uttered a wild shriek and fell 
heavily on the one Torn w:ls assisting down the 
ladder. The other screamed, and then all three 
went tumbling earthward together. A cry ot 



20 MAZEPPA 

horror -went up from troth, firemen and specta- 
tors, for all seemed to be looking upon the death 
of all three at one blow. But, with a pertinacity 
that never once forsook him, Tom fiercely gripped 
both women as he went tumbling along the lad- 
der; he tried to break the force of their full by 
catching on to the rungs with his legs. 

Suddenly, when some six feet above ground, 
both his legs went between the rungs. Instant- 
ly he crooked them, and thus hung suspended 
head downward, still holding on to the two wom- 
en. The dress of one tore loose, and she fell to 
the ground. But the force of her fall was so 
broken she was not hurt. The other one he held 
to and she hung just a few feet above the 
ground. Two firemen quickly rescued her, and 
then Tom followed, completely exhausted by the 
tremendous strain to which he had been subject- 
ed. But the wild cheering that went up from 
every eye-witness of his gallant act was heard 
baU'wny across the city. The news of his nar- 
row escape from death by a fall from the lad- 
der flew like wildfire, and soon reached the Carl- 
ton "House. 

Dora heard of it, of course, for there are al- 
ways people who make it a business to do things 
they ought not to do, and she immediately called 
a carriage. By the time A was ready she had 
asked 8 gentleman to go with her. They were 
driven rapidly toward the scene of conflagration. 
When they came in sight of the burning build- 
ings wliich had now become a great bed nf coals 
on which the firemen were still pouring streams 
of water, it was all her escort could do to keep 
her from rushing right into the very hottest 
place to ask for Tom. 

"Tom has been sent home," Bill Saxton said. 

Dora sprang forward and asked: 

"Is he hurt?" 

"No; but he had a narrow escape, and the chief 
sent him home." 

"He would not have been sent away unless he 
was hurt," she replied, turning to her escort. 
"Take me home, please," and she looked faint 
and weak. 

Just then Jack Thorn saw her, and ran to ash 
if she had seen Tom. 

"No. I came after him." 

"The rogue is all right. The chief sent him 
borne because two lives are enough for one man 
to save. Lord, but you should have seen him! I 
thought he was a goner at one time, but don't 
think he is hurt the least bit" 

That was enough. His cheerful manner and 
jolly way of expressing himself satisfied her that 
Tom was not much hurt, if hurt at all, 

"Come, we'll go home," she said, and they 
turned away from the Si:ene of the fire and hur- 
ried up tli a street. 

When they reached the hotel Dora found Tom 
very uneasy about her. She ran to hi in, threw 
her arms about his neck, and burst into tears. 

"Oh, I thought you were hurt!" she sobbed. 

"Well, you see how groundless your fears were, 
do you not?" be said. 

Though he said he was not hurt, Torn felt sore 
in every fiber and musele the next morning. It 
had been the worst strain to which lie had ever 
been subjected, and he felt little like going out 
that day. The press praised his gallant deed in 
glowing terms, and Dora was prouder than ever 
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of her choice. Not one of the Mortons came to 
her side, when scores were sending up congratula- 
tions to her and Tom. At last the day of the 
great firemen's parade came ( and bands of mu- 
sic were heard all over the city. 

The Mazeppa's engine had been kept hidden 
from the public all the day before, and no one 
outside the company knew just how it was going 
to be decorated. Every member was in a new 
uniform, and felt sure of taking the prize as they 
marched through the streets of the city. When 
they passed out of the engine house the engine 
was a marvel of beauty. It was covered with, 
huge bridal wreaths. So were the horses, and 
on the big black horse on the right sat Dora, clad 
in bridal robes. On the other sat Dollie, simi- 
larly dressed. They were both beauties, and the 
happiness that shone in their faces rendered them, 
more beautiful still. 

It was a sight never to he forgotten, for ever 
since the world began a bride has always been 
interesting to men and women. 

The fact that the bride on the right was the 
daughter of the Governor of the State, rendered 
her all the more interesting, 

Tom and Jack, the two happy husbands of the 
brides, marched on foot in front of the engine. 

As they passed the Carlton House, Dora looked 
up and saw her father and mother on the bal- 
cony. The surprise was mutual. 

They did not know that she was going to ride 
in the parade and she did not dream of their 
presence in the city. 

When the parade was over Dora hastened in 
a carriage to join her parents at the hotel. Tom 
was with her. 

"Here's my Tom, mother!" she exclaimed, as 
she and Tom entered the room where they were. 

The mother greeted Tom with a motherly em- 
brace, and called him her son. 

After the parade Tom resigned his place as 
foreman of Maseppa No. 2, and Jack Thorn 
was promoted to succeed him. 

Al Morton was sent to an asylum, where he 
remained for two years, and was then pronounced 
cured. His mother then took him to Europe. 

Tom and Dora moved to the home of the gov- 
ernor, and a year later a child was born to them 
—a boy. 

Tom studied law in the office of the governor, 
and in the course of time represented the dis- 
trict in Congress. 

Next week's issue will contain "THE BLUE 
MASK: OH, FIGHTING AGAINST THE 
CZAR." 

- 

POTATOES FOR FERTILIZING. 

Thousands of bushels of potatoes will be used 
for fertilizing in Owosso, Mich., this year as a 
result of the slow demand and the low prices, 
according to growers here. 

Another result of the low. prices, it is said, mil 
he to greatly reduce the acreage planted this rea- 
son. 

J. V. Sheap, county agent, has advi^.i iSs&gtt 
to form a potato growers' exchange, die ".a ring 
that this would equalize the distributer, a^i es- 
tablish prices. 
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CURRENT NEWS 



LADYBIRD BEETLES' BANQUET. 
A feast royal has been enjoyed by 13,000 lady- 
bird beetles on a handful of vetch aphis in the 
entomology laboratory of the Oregon Agricul- 
tural College Experiment Station. The beetles 
■were collected from their winter hibernation, 
quarters on top of a nearby butte, and will be 
used to help combat vetch aphis infecting local 
fields, and it is hoped valuable information will 
be obtained from the experiment. They are the 
natural enemies of the plant lice and devour them 
greedily. 

TO LIE IN HUSBAND'S COFFIN. 
For sixteen years a coffin containing the ashes 
of her husband has occupied a place of honor in 
the parlor of Mrs. Emma B. Everett's home, La- 
fayette, Ind. Mrs. Everett, who died May 21, at 
the age of eighty-six, -will he burled in the casket, 
and the ashes of her husband will be scattered 
on lier grave in Greenbush Cemetery. 

Judge Frank B- Everett, the husband, who pre- 
sided over the County Court here for many years, 
~ in 1905. His body was cremated. 



DOG SAVES MASTER'S LIFE. 

To the timely arrival of his dog while he was 
having a desperate fight with a yearling bull in 
his barnyard, Grant Haw ley, a farmer of Look- 
out, Pa., attributes his life. The bull, -which had 
been considered harmless, suddenly attacked the 
farmer, and for some time he fought the beast 
empty handed, keeping hold of one of its horns. 

He was finally knocked down, and just at this 
time the big dog appeared, seized the bull by the 
nose and held on until Hawley was able to es- 
cape. He was not much hurt. 

BEES ALIGHT ON MULE. 
Work stopped on the Yolo county, Cal,, high- 
way one Saturday afternoon, and druggists and 
veterinarians were, kept busy for a few hours 
after a swarm of bees, blown, by a stiff wind, 
alighted near a band of mules employed on con- 
struction work at Carruth Corners, near 
Esparto. The bees had left the Freeman Parker 
apiary, bound for other parts. But the queen 
bee picked out a soft spot on a Missouri mule 
and the trouble began. One horse was killed, 
twenty were badly stung, while a number of 
workmen were forced to apply for medical treat- 
ment. 



BAREST STAMPS GO UNDER HAMMER. 

The world's greatest stamp collection is to be 
sold at auction by the French Government next 
month, and is expected to bring at least 100,000,- 
000 francs. The collection was started by Ferrari 
de la Renautiere, and at the oubreak of the war 
was owned by an Austro-ltalian syndicate, al- 
though it was kept in Paris, where it formed the 
centre of the world's philatelist markets. When 
it was sequestered some of the neutral owners of 
the collection tried to prevent its sale, but the 
Government decided to reject their pleas. 

Before the war the collection, which con- 



tains more than 75,000 stamps, including the 
rarest Mauritius, Cape of Good Hope and Guinea 
series, was valued at 50,000,000 francs. It is un- 
derstood that French philatelists are trying to 
raise a fund to keep the collection here, but 
American amateur collectors, if the exchange 
rate on the dollar does not drop, will likely con- 
trol the market, 



CRACKS SIXTY SAFES WITH TWO PLAIN 
TOOLS. 

With no other tools than a drill and a hammer, 
Francis Harmon, 22 years old, left a trail of 
broken and rifled 'safes in downtown Broadway 
and other business sections. When the safes 
failed to produce the loot he expected or desired 
he pasted a slip of paper to the safe or a desk 
on which he had written: 

"We are disappointed over the contents of this 
safe. You must do better, as we may return," 

Frequently, however, his resentment aroused 
after opening an empty safe, he turned to ma- 
licious destruction of office property and stock, 
which he accomplished by flooding the places. He 
would plug basins and sinks, turn on the faucets 
and depart when the water was running full 
force. 

Early the other morning Harmon had finished 
breaking into and exploring nine safes in the 
different offices at 349 Broadway, and while mov- 
ing about in the office of Hinchman, Vezin & Co., 
on the second floor, he carelessly permitted a ray 
from his lantern to flash near a Broadway win- 
dow. Policeman John Qungliano of the Beach 
Street Station saw the light, and when the watch- 
man let him in they found several offices flooded 
from overflowing basins, but the burglar had 
gone out of a rear window. 

The policeman and the -watchman found Har- 
mon concealed in the kitchen of a restaurant; 
next door, at 351 Broadway. He had a revolver, 
but did not resist arrest. He had no previous 
record at Police Headquarters. "Oh, I guess you 
can make it sixty safes I've cracked," admitted 
Harmon when Inspector Coughlin checked over 
the long list and sought to know who were his 
accomplices. Harmon said he had worked alone, 
but had got a hint how to do it from a man he 
met in a lodging house.. 

"Some of the safes were as easy to open as 
soap boxes," bragged Harmon. "All I had to do 
was to drill and crack them two inches above the 
combination and knock off the combination with 
a hammer. I was an amateur when I began 
seven months ago, and I became expert at it." 

Copies of the slips of paper like those left be- 
hind at some of his robberies were found in his 
pocket, 

Harmon said he would hide in the building 
before closing time and work his way downstairs, 
then wait for the place to be opened in the morn- 
ing and slip out. He said he had worked at va- 
rious jobs since he was discharged from an or- 
phan asylum at Tarrytown-on-the-Hudson. Mag- 
istrate Renaud, in Tombs Court, held him in $2,- 
feOO bail for examination. 
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The Dangers Of The Postal Road 



By WILLIAM WADE 



(A SERIAL STORY) 
CHAPTER VII. 



The Boy Mail Carrier Meets With An Unex- 
pected Adventure. 

"I heard your story, young man, 1 ' he said, "and 
I want to ask you if you are sure that a letter 
jvas not taken from the pouches when Dan Des- 
pard examined them?" 

"I was looking at him all the time," confidently 
said Tom, "and I am sure that he did not take 
any letter." 

"Tli en it has not come yet, and that is strange," 
muttered the captain, and then he walked away, 
leaving Tom to wonder what sort of a letter a 
company of cavalry was waiting- in Silver City 
for. His work was done for the day and he at 
once rode to his home. 

The boy mail carrier found his father .getting 
on nicely and still able to sit up in a chair. Tom 
thought that there was enough for his father 
and mother to worry about, and so decided to 
make no mention of the perils he had lately en- 
countered ou the postal road. 

He did not know of anything he could do for 
Mr, Corn wail is and his pretty daughter, and 
hoped that Cameron would speedily return and 
attend to the matter of the ransom, so that Betty 
wotild not have to remain very long in the society 
of the villains who held her prisoner. He doubted 
very much that the sheriff would succeed in cap- 
turing the wily robber chieftain and his band 
and felt quite sure that the release of the mine 
owner and his daughter would come about 
through the payment of the hundred thousand dol- 
lars. 

He helped his mother around the house and 
then rtited until the time for his return trip with 
the mails on the following day. By that time 
Black Dick would also be completely rested and 
would he eager to stretch his legs over the forty- 
mile route between Silver City and Little Medi- 
cine. 

Tom had passed through a strenuous day and 
slept like only a healthy and tired boy can sleep, 
but he was quite sure when he awoke in the 
morning that he had dreamed of Betty Corn- 
wall ii* 

Black Dick was fairly dancing when Tom rode 
away to Silver City and the boy had to restrain 
the fleet and powerful steed, The cavalrymen 
were still to be seen on all sides, and once more 
Tom wondered what their 
bers meant. 
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djtion of his pistols, saw that his lasso was neatly 
coiled and ready to come to hand, and then 
started off on his forty-mile ride. 

Two hours later, going along the road at & 
gentle canter that covered the distance in a man- 
ner that Black Dick cculd keep up mile after- 
mile, he came to the rocky pass in which the hold- 
up of the day before bad taken place. He did 
not draw rein, but looked with interest at the 
places where the bandits had stood while utter- 
ing the command to the little party to throw up 
hands, and as it occurred to him that some" 

hoTsterf ht bS a^0UI!d, 1,6 (3reW 1113 P istols fr ° m 

He rode safely through the pass, however, see- 
ing no signs of any enemy, and when he came 
out the other end was about to put back his wea- 
pons, when he heard a piercing scream. He 
looked up towards the place where the entire 
party of the day before had left the road and 
entered upon the natural pathway that ran up 
among the buttes, and then he saw something 
that made him speak to Black Dick in a way that 
sent the fleet stallion forward with great bounds. 
This is what the boy mail carrier saw: 
Flying down the winding natural pathway that 
descended from the buttes, her blond hair stream- 
ing out behind her as she fled with fleet leaps 
down the winding incline, came Betty Corn wall is. 
It was almost impossible for Tom to credit the 
evidence of his senses, for the last thing in the 
world that he expected to see was the girl he had 
left a prisoner among Dan Despard's men, but 
there she was, and the scream .that bad left her 
lips and which had first attracted Tom's atten- 
tion was probably caused by the discovery that 
four men were coming after her, 

The four men, members of Despard's hand, 
were all mounted, and their long rifles were slung 
at their backs, They were urging their horses to 
a fast clip, and Tom could see that it would be 
but a few minutes before they would overtake the 
escaping girl. The latter ran well, her arms close 
to her sides and her body bent forward, but the 
horses were gaming on her fast and it would 
only be a matter of minutes before they would 
run her down. 

The girl put on a burst of speed that showed 
that she was a fine runner, and with a graceful 
leap cleared the low wall of bushes that skirted 
the road, and as she did so Tom. Thrilled to the 
core with her courage and skill, she -led at the 
top of his voice: 
"Betty!" 

The girl heard him, seemed to recognize his 
voice, turned her head 




aros him. ar.d then 
wheeled around in the road and ran in his direc- 
tion. 

The horsemen were still about five hundred 
yards away when Tom uttered the sii-.'s, T.sme in 
a shout that could have been heard" a charter of 
a mils, and when they looked up ami saw the 
young mail carrier they at &:-.ce reached around 
for their rifles to take a shot at him. 

But Tom West didn't have to reach for any- 
thing, his pistols being in his hands, and that 



(To be continued.) 
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THE NEWS IN SHORT ARTICLES 



CLOSE CALL. 
P. W. Hen-en, who live3 on the Rolling 
Ky., found himself in an uncornfoittbla position 
just after the heavy rain recently, when he tried 
to ford the Hush branch. A part of the harness 
gave way and the horse walked out and left him 
sitting in the buggy in the middle of the stream 
■with a big rise from the heavy rains coming 
down. Friends, however, drove in and brought 
him back to safety. 



COWBOY GORED TO DEATH. 
Jerry "Wright, of Rrady, Texas, one of the cow- 
boys exhibiting with a roundup at Parsons, Kan,, 
died from injuries sustained when he was gored 
by a steer which he was trying to throw before 
a large audience, Wright jumped from his horse 
and downed the steer, which roiled on him, its 
Lorn 3 piercing his abdomen. He was rushed to 
a hospital, where he died within the hour. 



WESTON STILL HIKES AT 82. 

Edward P, Weston, the aged pedestrian who 
once walked across the continent, still walks 
about tweive miles daily, according to his neigh- 
bors near Rosendale, although 82 years old, 

Weston has been living recently on a farm 
in Plutarch, six miles from Rosendaie. Each 
day the w oat her is favorable the veteran walker 
hikes to'-RotMidale and back. He also hikes an- 
other three miles a day to get Wis mail, 

BOOK CAME BACK. 

"The Puppet Crown" book came back the other 
day. It left Dec. 11, 1909, and in the years it 
was away it lost polish ar.d took on a ragged 
sort of look. It is tarnished and its back is bent. 
There are many "stars' 1 made by thumb prints 
on the "crown." "But the jewels in it sparkle 
as bright as they ever did," according to Miss 
Nellie Tosh, assistant librarian, who received 
the hook by parcel post recently. 

"The Puppet Crown" was lent by the public 
library in Kansas City, Ka,, to Irene Ireton, then 
living at No. 2910 North Fifth Street. Where it 
went from there is a mystery. Irene does not 
live at that address now. A new card will ha 
made out and the book again placed on the 
shelves for circulation. 



MELONS GROW UNDER PAPER. 

As a result of experiments conducted for three 
years a melon farmer near Wenatchee, Wash., 
is papering thirty acres of his land much the same 
as a paper hanger covers walls. 

The material is cheap building paper that has 
been treated with a light coating of tar. The 
plan worked out is to cover the field to mulch 
the soil. Holes are cut for the hills of melons. 
The sturdy plants send their creepers and run- 
ners out o"i'er the paper, but all weeds are smoth- 
ered. There is a 50 per cent, saving in labor for 
cultivation and irrigation. 



The water from the ditches seeps under the 
paper mulch remaining many days longer than 
when exposed to the burning sun of this semi- 
arid section. 

For several years a number of cantaloupe 
growers hsve experimented with paper mulching, 
which has also been carried on to .'ome extent 
in the pineapple plantations in Hawaii. It was 
found that the vines produced cleaner and 
sweeter fruit when allowed to ripen on the clean 
paper floor, and that there was an absence of 
pests. The question of a suitable material is the 
real sol at ion to the successful project of this new- 
idea as a heavy, porous felt paper is desired. 

Should the scheme become of extensive use a 
co-operative paper mill to manufacture suitable 
material from straw and cornstalks may be built. 

Many farmers mulch their melons with straw 
and hay, bot find this material becomes wet and 
rots, damaging the ripening fruit. The straw and 
hay also harbor a multitude of insects and weeds 
grow through. 

The paper is laid flat and the edges cemented. 
Pound openings are cut for hills End earth and 
sand bury the cut edges, forming a bowl-shaped 
crater, out of which the vines emerge. 
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The "White Death." 

By 

The ranch of Senor Diaz was on a charming 
Slope overlooking the broad waters of one of the 
tributaries of the Parana, on whose opposite 
shore the rank grass grew ten and twelve feet 
high. The house itself had a tropical character; 
it was Spanish -American, with cool, shady ye- 
rand?., a long, low front, painted waits and lat- 
ticed windows, a spacious court, and a fiat roof, 
provided with a parapet, which gave the struc- 
ture the semblance of a fort. Many acres of 
cultivated land showed long lines of sugar cane 
and tall trees laden with bananas, in surpris- 
ing contrast to the dark, impenetrable mass of 
wild bush land which surrounded the settlement 
in the farther distance. 

Senora Diaz was one of 
of whom Murillo dreamed. 

"I am going to test your gallantry," she said, 
.coming out on the veranda where I sat, "by ask- 

my lame^amUt^is not^easy^f or me to lift the 
heavy watering-pot." 

"I am at your service, but allow me — -am I 
wrong? — to remind you that you promised me 
the story of how yotir hand was lamed." 

"Certainly. As soon as the, flowers are watered 
we will have coffee on the veranda, and you shall 
hear all ab"}Ut it." 

Accordingly. I was shortly sipping coffee, with 
the little Lolita, my host's only daughter, and my 
pet, beside me, while her mother rolled a cigar- 
ette: lighted it, a?id began as follows: 

"When we first crime here, years ago, it was 
n very different-looking; place. The wild bush 
land reached to the edge of the water, and was 
such a dark wilderness of thorns, brambles, 
palms, wild fig trees, and other tropical vegeta- 
tion, that I did not dare venture in its depths. 
But my husband and his workmen want man- 
fully to work, felled trees, unrooted stumps, made 
hedges and ditches, all day long, except in the 
severest part, and I often saw them come home 
so wearied that they would fall asleep where they 
stood, and first think of food three or four hours 
later when they awoke, 

"After a while they got a portion of the ground 
under settlement, but had a throng of foes to 
combat. The worst were the ants, which, watched 
for on account of their depredations on planta- 
tions, have a way of making underground pas- 
sages till the.y undermine the whole surface of a 
field, and it falls in like the cirusi of a cake. Just 
north o£ us is a great gap in the ground, full 
of bushes and wild grass, with here and there 
aoiiio rotten timber, where a whole settlement 
sank from the ants undermining the foundations. 
From this comes the saying we have in Para- 
quay that our worst enemies are the Indian 
braves and the Indian ants. 

"Luckily, the only Indians were friendly ones, 
who exchanged all kinds of provisions, especially 
dried meats, for knives and brandy. We poi- 
soned the ants, dug up their nests, flooded their 



ays with boiling water, and so, in a. 
measure, were free from them, although 
now sometimes come from the woods to at- 
tack the plantation. 

"But after them came another plague— snakes. 
For a long time I thought it was hopeless. My 
husband used to call them the tax collectors, and 
they did come just as regularly. No day passed 
without our finding one or mors in the house. 
And once — oh, heavens I — what a fright I had! 
Whcu Lolita was a baby my husband and his men 
had gone oh* one morning to work, as usual, and 
the child was asleep on a mat at the end of the 
room. Suddenly I saw on the floor the skin of a 
mouse, from which the whole body had been 
sucked, as from an orange. I knew at once that 
a snake must be near, for they feed on mice, and 
eat them in this fashion; but, much as I looked 
around, I could see no snake, till all at once it 
occurred to me— perhaps it was under the baby's 
mat! I snatched the child up and placed her in 
safety. Then I softly lifted a part of the mat, 
and there it was, the long, slimy, green and gold 
reptile, ceiled up and fast asleep. Ah, how I 
jumped I I ran out in the court to call help. 
Luckily our man Jose was there, and he killed it. 
But as we cleared more acres the snakes left us 
to bide in the forest, I began to hope our cares 
were ended, but they had only just begun. Wild 
beasts now first- appeared on the scene. 

"One morning, just as we were at breakfast, 
one of our herdsmen brought the news that our 
cattle, which grazed in the tall grass on the 
other side of the river, had been attacked by a 
jaguar, that had killed one of the hulls. The man 
who told us just barely escaped with his- life, yet 
hi would scarcely have done so if be had not 
milled the beast, or had there not been a fat ox 
there. 

"A week passed without a new alarm, and we 
had come to think less about it, when suddenly 
three or four Indians rushed to tell us how a 
great jaguar had broken into their camp and 
killed a woman and one of their dogs. When iriy 
husband heard the story he concluded that it was 
the same animal that had attacked our bull, for 
the Indians described it as a creature of singular 
color, far lighter than any they bad seen about 
there, so they named it 'The White Death.' We 
all thought it now time to do something, and my 
called his people together to go out and 

"I remember that morning distinctly. They 
went away cheerfully enough, each man with 
his gun and hunting knife, and Move, the blood- 
hound, was with them. My husband lunied 
round just as he entered the wood and kissed his 
hand to me; then they vanished in the forest, 

"When I found myself with Lolita in th-a house, 
and thought of what might happen if ihs-y met 
that terrible wild animal, such anxiety seized me 
(although I never thought I could be in danger) 
that I could not be contented till I had locked 
every door in the house; and then I seated my- 
self in the great sitting-room, took Lolita upon 
my lap, and tried to tell her a story. 

"Suddenly I heard a scratch along the roof, 
and then a dull thud, as if something heavy had 
fallen. Anxious and nervous as I was, I started 
up with a cry, although I had no presentiment 
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what it was. The next moment I heard just over 
me a sound which I could not mistake — a long, 
passionate roar, that I had often heard from the 
woods at night, and never without feeling as if 



my heart stood still. The thought rushed 
my mind, 'Oh, Heaven! The Jaguar!' 

"I shall never forget that moment. One min- 
ute I was rigid and helpless as if life had de- 
parted, and then a thought flashed upon me — 
the jaguar was not to be kept off of the lower 
floor, because there were no doors, only curtains. 
There was a large empty chest in the room, and 
I seized my child and entered it, shutting down 
the lid and holding it from the inside. 

"It was not a moment too soon. We were 
scarcely hidden when I heard the great paws 
scratching along the floor, and the hungry sniffing 
of the jaguar showed me that, he was in search 
of food. He came straight to the chest, and paused 
a moment, as if he feared a trap. Then he put 
his head close to a small opening, so that I could 
feel his hot breath. He sniffed a little, and than 
tried to raise the lid with a paw. 

"How I trembled! But the great paw would 
not go in the narrow crevice, and I held the cover 
fast by clinging to the inner part of the lock 
with all my strength of desperation. All he could 
do was to stretch out his tongue and lick my fin- 
gers till they bled, as if they had been scratched 
by a saw. And then, as he tasted blood, and 
heard Lolita cry — for my poor darling was just 
as f lightened as I was— his eagerness increased, 
and he began to make piercing yells, which sent 
icy chills oyer me, 

"Still the worst was yet to come. When the 
jaguar found that he could not reach me from be- 
low he sprang upon the chest. His huge weight 
crushed my two fingers between the two parts 
of the lock. Then I thought all was over, and 
shrieked so that it rang through the whole house. 

"But my cries were answered by a sound that 
made my heart throb with joy — answered by tits 
barking of our bloodhound. The jagiiar heard it, 
too, for he sprang down, and stood for a moment 
listen ins. and then ran to the door, as if to flee. 

"Again came the sound of the dog's bark, this 
time nearer, and at the same time the voices of 
men calling to each other. Contrary to expecta- 
tion, they were already coming back. Mean- 
while, the jaguar seemed to he bewildered) and 
ran wildly t"! and fro. Suddenly a loud 
fttmn we of the windows, and 
and f fearful howl. Then my 
voice anxi-r.Hy called: 

"'Cochila, where are you?' 
"1 MmM just get out of t 
self fea tits door and let my husband in. 
I swi^jntd awfiy. 

"They told me afterword that our bloodhound 
found the jaguar's trail, leading straight back 
to our house, and they all hurried home like mad. 

"My husband and Jose came ahead, and shot 
the j aguar, 

"I could not move a joint of that hand for 
many weeks afterward. The Indians gave me 
medicine to heal it, and they say that after a 
while I can use it again. I did not need this in- 
jury to make me remember that day. If I were 
to live a thousand years I could not forget the 
terrible moments I spent in that chest," 




SNAKES AND TARANTULAS SWA11M OVER 
STEAMSHIP. 

Many are the stories about Greek and Italian 
fruit merchants sleeping comfortably in their fhits 
on hunches of bananas and crates of , alligator 
pears, using a bag of jieanuls as a pillow. 

But the story brought to this old port of New 
York the other day by the crew of the United 
Keait Liner Zacapa, transcends the most awful 
nightmare of man or quadruped that hhs ever 
camped under a banana tree growing the "bone- 
less" or so-called "spineless^ banana. 

With snakes and tarantulas reported swarming 
among the bananas in the holds, the steamship 
Zacapa arrived from Tela, Honduras, after one 
of the most exciting voyages since she has been 
in commission. 

The first snake was seen the first day out. of 
Tela by Captain Walter Barrett and George Dex- 
ter, fruit observer, on their morning round of in- 
spection. This was a brown-colored snake ha- 
lieved to be a member of the moccasin family and, 
according to Mr. Dexter, more than four feet, long. 

Captain Barrett ran into the reptile in close 
quarters and he and Dexter made a hurried exit 
through the small opening into the hold and out 
on deck. They then armed themselves with clubs 
and went back to kill the snake, but discovered no 
traces of it. 

Examination of the fruit in transit is made 
twice a day by the captain and fruit observer and 
every four hours by the ollieers on watch. The 
next day out numerous tarantulas were seen. 

The first of these ehct of the scorpion family 
sprang from a bunch of bananas to lick the hand 
of Second Officer S. K. Milter, and ran up his arm 
before he could push it off. First Officer G. D. 
Lawson and Arthur Wilson also saw snakes and 
tarantulas, according to the reports made by mem- 
bers of the crew and officers, the second and third 
day out from Tela. 

The only reason for the reptiles and the ba- 
il an Ei bugs being in the cargo that could be figured 
nut by the officers was that the bananas were all 
loaded by machinery, which handles bunches very 
gingerly instead of the rougher methods when 
manual labor is employed. 

The Zacapa in calling at Tela did so to open up 
a new banana shipment port, and the fruit loaded 
into the Zncapa way all from a new plantation of 
young trees which had not been worked over a 
great length of time. 

For this reason it is thought 1 
are more numerous there than on i 
tions. 

After the Zacapa had been at sea three days 
there was little more s^-en of the b^gs and rep- 
tiles. This, according to the officers, v.'Ss due to 
the fact that the fruit stored in the refrigerator 
holds had been cooled down to a point where the 
tarantulas were being thoroughly henum bored by 
the cold air. Their first familiarity was occa- 
sioned by the instinct for warmth, when the ser- 
pents^saw the light the officers carried with them 

In all the officers were sure they had scon seveu 
different snakes besides the tarantula. 
N ^ic p Zacapa brought only five passengers to. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 

FARMER KILLS LION. 

N. P. Hagan, a farmer living near Yoakum, 
Tex., reports that he killed a lion on his ranch 
near Kelly Creek, in Lavaca County, and sent the 
hide to San Antonio to be made into a rug. Since 
the killing, lie says, three more have been seen in 
the same neighborhood, but were not captured. 

Mr. Bagan is unable to account for the appear- 
ance of these beasts in this part of the country, 
as they are the first ever seen here by the pres- 
ent settlers. 



WOMAN MUMMY FOUND IN DENMARK. 
The mummified body of a woman who died 
3,000 years ago was found recently buried in a 
field in the Jutland district of Denmark and is 
being unwrapped by employees of the National 
M/useum. Her coffin was the hollow trunk of an 
oak tree and the body was wrapped in a cowside, 
says a cablegram to the New York Herald. She 
appears to have been a person of rank. Her gar- 
ments included a short jacket with sleeves and a 
petticoat ,".nd she wars two belts around her 
waist arid two bronze bracelets on her arms. 



DEFIES BIG MEN TO LIFT HEK. 

Mine. Komako Kiroura of Tokio won the ap- 
plause of an audience the other night in the An- 
derson Galleries, Park avenue and 59th street. 
New York, by feats that puzzled a lay commit- 
tee that went to the stage to watch her. 

Count Tolstoy, Dr. G, A. Gayer and Count 
Markoe, each robust, found her ninety pounds 
only normal weight when she willed it so, but 
each strained himself in vain to lift her when 
she stood on tiptoe to lay a finger on bis neck, 
thus matching with her tiny finger the perform- 
ance of Johnnie Coulon, who was the season's 
sensation in Paris, when he resisted the efforts 
of strong men there to lift him. Attempts 
to lift Mme. Kimura failed equally when she 
stood with her back to the big men and did not 
touch their necks. 

Next the smiling little Japanese woman 
matched her skill against the strength of the 
same men by inviting them to lower a stick, 
which she held across her open palms, by bear- 
ing their weight on it while firmly grasping it. 




not press 



.. red in the 
the stick, downward. 

Her most puzzling feat involved the help of 
her husband, Prof. Hideo Kimura. Seated in a 
chair in apparent meditation for a moment or 
two, she slowly raised a bared arm, into which 
the professor thrust a needle for its full length 
of about three inches. The -thrust drew no blood 
and Mme. Kimura said she felt no sensation of 
pain. Edward Markham, poet; John Reilly, at- 
torney; Dr. W. H. Bates and Count Markoe ex- 
amined the arm while the needle was in it and 
assured the audience that there was no stain of 
blood. 

The appearance of Prof, and Mrs, Kimura 
was supplementary to a lecture on "What Are 
Ghosts?" by Dr. Hereward Carrington, which 
had brought an audience curious about spooks 
a:;d hoping for a look-in on the spirit world. Dr. 
Carrington talked entertainingly of phantoms, 
hallucinations and haunted houses but produced 
no spirits." 



LAUGHS 



"Tommy, if you'll saw some wood I'll tell you 
what I'll do." "What's that, dad?" "Ill let yoti 
have the sawdust to play circus with," 

"All arrivals are washed," exclaimed the war- 
den of the Pittsburg prison. "And if ihey kick 
up a fuss?" "Then they are ironed." 



Mrs. Gadd— That new minister ain't much on 
visitin', is he? Mrs, Gabb — No, I guess maybe 
his wife is a purty good cook f 



Little Willie— I say, pa, what is an empty 
title? Pa — An empty title, my son, is your 
mother's way of referring to me as tho haad of 
tlie house when there are visitors present. 



Old Gentleman — Well, my lad, are you going 
fishing, or are you going to school? Little Lad— 
I dun no yet I'm just a-wrastling with me con- 



"Pop." "Yes, my son." "What is a popular 
uprising?" "Why, a popular uprisinp. my boy, 
is when every man in a street ear gets up and 
offers his seat when one lone woman enters the 
car." 



A kind old gentleman, seeing a very final 1 boy 
carrying a lot of magazines, was moved to pity. 
"Don't all those magazines make you tu-ed mv 
boy?" "Nope," the mito cheerfully rerT " 
can't read." 



The lecturer raised his voice with emphatic 
confidence- "I venture to assert," he said, "that 
there isn't a man in this audience who has ever 
done anything to prevent the destruction of our 
forests." A modest looking man in the back of 
the hall stood up. "I— er— I've shot wood- 
peckers," he said 
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PLOWS UP $19,300. 

Fortune turned her smiling face on John Bra- 
tell, of Lansing, La., when the plow which he was 
operating unearthed $19,300 in gold. The sum 
was found on the old Patrick Callahan farm 
where Brazell was working as a farm hand. The 
tnoney was in a glass Jar and is believed to have 
been buried on the farm for many years. 



ALL DEAD. 
Some days ago Randall Jones, of Greencastle, 
Mo„ and a friend went fox hunting, taking two 
hounds with them. They spent part of the night 
in an interesting fox chase, and then went home 
expecting the hounds to follow. When they failed 
to show lip next day another hunt was instituted 
and they were finally found, along with their late 
prey, lying in some brush dead. A live electric 
wire from the Rartlett ranch wag dangling by 
them, and evidently all three had come in contact 
with it. 



ARTISTIC BUILDER SPARES FINE TREE. 

Observant commuters on the Mont auk division 
of the Long Island Railroad get a thrill of pleas- 
ure between Lynbrook and Rockville Centre, N. 
Y., if they watch the north side of the track. For, 
despite the value of real estate with a railroad 
Fiding, there is one building materials dealer 
thcA with a heart. 

This paragon of traders, in building his store- 
house, was left a wedge-shaped jog in the struc- 
ture wide enough to accommodate a large tree. 
The balding, of course, prevents any limbs for 
the first thirty or forty feet, a fact that has pro- 
duced a most luxuriant top. The side left open 
Is to the south, another factor that helps keep 
the semi-incased tree in prime condition. 

Despite the cold spring the tree has put forth 
a wonderful set of leaves as if in grateful recog- 
nition of its protection by the sui 
t"g. 

A MEXICAN LION HUNT. 

lions is better for spring fever than 
ras tea, according to Stanley H. Graham, 
ho has just returned from a three months' hunt- 
ing trip in Mexico. 

He brought back the skins of fourteen moun- 
tain liwis, eight timers, twelve deer, twelve Mex- 
ican monkeys and twenty peccaries. 

"I've hunted nearly every variety of game in 
North America," he said, "but trailing the moun- 
tain lion beats them all for thrills. The only 
way to hunt lions is with bloodhounds and fast 
horses. A lion will measure seven feet four 
inches from nose to tip of tail and weigh '50 
pounds. A Mexican lion is what you call a 'hard 
boiled egg.' 

"The real sport is to follow a lion, howling his 
fury, into a cave. I'd go into the cr.ve with a 
short carbine and a candle on a pole. The lion 
would poke his head around an alley in the cave 
to see the strange light. Then I'd pop him. Of 




course the discharge of the gun put out the can- 
dle, and it's sort of ticklish on the backbone, be- 
cause you don't know whether you have really 
killed him or not." 

Graham's wife killed four lions. 

"It's more fun than piayiug bridge," she said. 

Graham has what is said to be the only pack 
of bloodhounds in the world trained to hunt Hons, 
Two of them are worth ?10,000 and have sent 
eight criminals to the penitentiary because they 
were able to pick up a scent seventy-two hours 
old. 

Once during the recent hunt the pack ran three 
days and nights after one 1km. Graham's horse 
played out and the chase was given up, Graham 
lias' been hunting for twenty years. He was the 
hunting friends of former President Roosevelt. 
When not hunting he sells wallpaper. 
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HARVARD GRADUATE GIVI 
JOB OF GULL PRO 

Edward Hatch, jr., who owns Four Brothers 
Island, near Buitlington, Vt„ a rugged rock that 
has become famous as the breeding place of sea 
grills, yesterday signed up a Harvard graduate 
for the lonesome job of herding gulls during their 
nesting season, a private philanthropy in which 
Mr. Hatch has been engaged for some years. 

There were 1,600 applicants for the position as 
the result of the insertion of an advertisement in 
New York City newspapers, which read: 

"Wanted — A man to live alone on an island; in- 
land lake; eight miles from shore; transportation, 
food, shelter, boat, etc., furnished; no work, no 
compensation. Address Summertime, 600 Tribune 
Building, New York." 

"I have no faith in. the theories of Thomas A. 
Edison when it comes to selecting the man for the 
place," said Mr. Hatch. "I have found in my ex- 
perience that a search for the best personnel 
generally leads to the college man. He may start 
slowly, but he has the equipment and once started 
he goes fast and straight, 

"That is why I selected a college man to be 
warden of the gulls. The job is one that requires 
attitude and judgment such as an educated man 
may be expected to possess," 

Among applicants for the wardenship of a lone- 
ly island were naturalists, lawyers, poets, au- 
thors, artists, ex-soldiers, sailors and ornitholo- 
gists. 

Mr. Hatch protects the breeding place of the 
gulls bec?.usc he believes tkey are of the greatest 
value in conserving public health. He has been 
interested for many years in plans to prevent 
contamination of the waters of New York harbor. 



It is estimated that there are 200,000 gulls in and 
about the harbor, and each of them is said to 
consume an average of two pounds of refuse a 
day. To protect the eggs of nesting gulls and 
save the young from, destruction by vandals who 
visit Four Brothers Island Mr. Hatch has con- 
stituted himself protector of the breeding ground, 
This is the ninth warden appointed. 
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■HOG ADOPTS KITTENS. 
Air English colli a dog is mothering four Uiree- 
weeks-olii kittens at the home of H, II. Crissman, 
in Upper Loekport, Pa., on the opposite side of 
the liver. 

The foster parent is more solicitous for the 
welfare of tha little felines when the mother cat, 
whkh has practically deserted them. 

Members of the Crissman family say the dog 
carefully guards the titters constantly, will per- 
mit no stinger to coma near and at times joins 
them in pisyfui antics. 

FAMILIAR ANTS' EGGS NOT EGGS. 

"Ants' eggs" ere familiar to many, either 
through havirg purchased them to feed goldfish 
or having swa them when an ant neat has been 
dug up in the course of gardening operations. 
People have called them ants' eggs, hut for an 
ant to lay an egg ay large as itself would he 
rather too much to expect of it. 

The life history of tints is similar to that of 
sttfcvTOM*. Starting from the true egg, which 
is very small and in entire proportion to the size, 
of the laying insect, it on bei»g hatched yields 
a tiny grub. These are nursed and fed hy the 
female? and neuters, the latter forming a ma- 
jority of the- inhabitants of a nest. After at- 
taining full size the grub ypins a white cocoon 
around itself and changes into a pupa. It is 
these pupw which we have purchased as ants' 



KILLED RATTLER. 

Mrs. M. F. Murray, of Mill Run, Pa., has not 
allowed her seventy-eight years to make her 
afraid to fight a snake, even though a rattler. 

She proved it the other Friday by killing a 
rattlesnake four feet long and carrying ten rat- 
tles. Although it is not uncommon to encounter 
rattlesnakes and copperheads in the Mill Run 
neighborhood, even Mrs. Murray has no recol- 
lection of finding a poisonous reptile so early in 
the spring. 

Going out in her yards Mrs. Murray heard an 
ominous rattle and beheld a big rattler sunning 
itself a few feet away. Arming herself with a 
hoe she bravely started an exciting fight with 
the snake. At the first blow of the hoe the rat- 
tler sprang at her. Mrs. Murray stepped back 
and got in another blow before the snake could 
coi! for another strike. That performance was 
repeated until the intrepid woman landed a death 
blow. 



SAY WOMAN CARRIED SALOON UNDER 
SKIRT. 

The skirt was added recently to the police list 
of rum-carrying "vehicles," which had previously 
only ranged from br-ef-cases to bath tubs and 
from baby carriages to motorboats. 

Detectives had, im ssveral occasions, made un- 
successful searches for liquor in a saloon at 2,647 
Pitkin Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y. Seeing men fre- 
quently staggering out of the place, they became 
convinced that there was some whisky there. 



One of the detectives finally noticed that Mrs, 
Charles Fapluis, wife of the proprietor, was 
wearing a skirt of Civii War capacity, with great 
ruffles and pleats. They also noticed that Pap- 
kiis, like the husband of a celebrity, was a lone- 
Efliteg r.nd solitary figure, while Mrs. Fapkus was 
always the centre of a crowd. 

At last a plainclothes man of insinuating ad- 
dress got himself admitted to the circle of gal- 
lants who danced attendance on Mrs, Papkus and 
discovered tha secret. The skirt, he alleged, was 
not only a vehicle, but a complete set of bar fur- 
niture, with large hidden pockets stock ed with 
liquor and glasses. The popular woman and the 
L -nd were both arraigned before 
askell, in Brook' 



NEW MACHINE GUN PENETRATES 

The United States Army has developed a ,50 
calibre machine gun capable of firing a bullet 
which, at 200 yards, will penetrate the one-inch 
armor pi ate of battle tanks. Major Lee O. 
Wright, army ordnance department, announced 
May 28, as the annual convention of the ordnance 
section of the American Society of Mechanical 
Engineers at Rock Island Arsenal. 

'Ihe new weapon is an outgrowth of the war, 
he said, when fighting tank's were aim o red to re- 
sist the .30 calibre bullet of the rifles and ma- 
chine guns then in use. 

The .50 calibre machine gun fires a bullet 
weighing 800 grams, as compared to ihe ISO 
grains of the standard .30 calibre ammunition. 

The gtm is modeled along the plan uf the 
Browning machine gun developed during the war 
and weighs sixty-five pounds. The gun lias a 
muzzle velocity of 2,500 feet a second, and an 
effective range of from 6,000 to 7,000 yards. 

In testing the new gun and ammunition the 
ordnance department has built a rifie range at 
the Aberdeen, Md„ proving grounds, consisting 
of a pool of water 1,000 yards long and a narrow 
gauge railroad track running back 7,000 yards. 

America's supply of walnut for gun stocks has 
been so nearly exhausted, Major Wright said 
that the ordnance Department is now experi- 
menting with stocks built up from thin layers of 
walnut cemented together. 
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SCILLY ISLES 
DON'T 
CHANGE 

The Scilly Isl- 
ands, which are 
preparing to wel- 
come the Prince 
of Wales next 
month, have not 
changed much in 
character since 
they were first 
seen by a Prince 
of Wales, nearly 
800 years ago. 

After the de- 
feat of the last 
royalist army in 
Cornwall in Feb- 
ruary, lfU6, it 
■was thought well 
to provide for the 
-safety of the 
King-'= eldest son, 
so lie and Sir 
Edward Hyde, 
the future Earl 
of C ! a r e n d o n, 
sailed for Scilly. 
There they re- 
ma""nt'd imiil the 
nidd^e of April, 
vrhm ft£? of cap. 
tnre by the Pav- 
Maar. — Tf-ry Sect 
Their, to 
es>5 for .Tir?ey. 

E j-r :>? =:i- 

P-'-- = Cfe6=»Si 
5-f-=r. — tr. 

S:::: 7 := 

fetti dB9*r f ?- 
ce-tr- — - — 
idle, fcir i: — 
there ft* bes.-- 
hi? nwrtuweETsI 
"Histnrr of ihp 
Echcllion and 
Civil Wars in 
England. " The 
opening pages of 
the nriginal man- 
uscript, now at 
Oxford, ifs headed 
"Seillv, March 10, 
lG4(j. : ' 

The islands arc 
nearly as peace- 
ful as at the tune 
Charles stayed 
there. Only five 
— out of about 
140 — are inhabit- 
ed; there are no 
Tail ways, trams, 
motorbuses. the- 
atres or picture 
palaces. 
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qnlng Co., iW f mnnoi Okie.. Cleveland. «>. 

oi.i> coins WA.S"risLt 

$?2 to $500 12ACH paid for Hundreds ol 
Colas dated before I8J1S. Keep ALL old 
Money. You may have Coins worth a 
Larfta Premium. Rend 10c. for nra 
Illustrated Coin Value IKiok. Sire *x0. 
Get Posted at Once. 
CLARKE COIN CO., 



Box 35, La Roy, K. X, 



i 



New Hair Growth 
ft After BALDMESS 





On legal affidavit, Tolsn TTsri Brittaln, tsnatne«e man, certified 
In this: "My bead at the top and back was absolutely bald. The 
Bealp was shiny. An expert Raid that ha thought the hair roots were 
axtinct, and there was no hops of my titer ha Tine a new hair growth. 

"Yet now, at an age over 06, I have a luscriant growth at 
■oft, strong, lustrous hair I Ko trace of baldness. The pictures ahown. 
iore are Irani ray photograplia," Mr, Brit tain, certified further: 

INDIAN'S SECRET OF HAIR GROWTH 

"AX n «-t,e vA,-n X lai lexeme dlseoTiTare3 
bl Iryin; Tariona hair lotions, tonio, cpeeialisM' 
treatment a, etc., X came across, in my trarela, s, 

Cherokee Indian ^medicine man' who had.an elixlrl 

that he asseverated -would grow mj hair* Although 'Afttrhair growh 
I had hut littlo faith, I giTB it a, trial. To aiy ' 
Ktaasanest a lisht funs soon appeared. It developed, fiay by day. Into 
s healthy growth, aud ere long my tail Tras as proli&a as in my 
youtllfol days. 

Thai I -was astottished end happy tr e.T*rc«:Vi^ my slate ef mini mildly. 
Obviously, the hair roota had not been dead, nut were dormant in 
the scalp, awaiting the fertllixiug potency ot the mysierloon poznade. 

2 negotiated for and cente into possession oi the principle for pre* 
paring this layaterioua alixir, now" ealled Ketall^, And later had. the 

Phsto vhsn baid. P rt in( ° P« c . Ue,J bT * . , ... 

' That my own hair growth was permanent lias neen amply proTsd," 

How YOU May Grow ¥OUR Ealr 

It in teea proved In very many cases that hair roola did 
fett die «Tin when the hair fell out through, dandruff, fever, 
nSstteia eresie er certain other hair or seelp disordcra, Mis i 
A. U. 0::a rs-per:!: "ABout 8 years ago my hair besantolall 
out until my scalp in spots was 



KOTALKO 

FOR FALLING HAiR 
BALDNESS, DANDRUFF 

For Sale at all 
Busy Drug Stores 



almost entirely bald, ' I used, 
everything tliat was recommend- 
ed hut waa itlwaya dis^I'poiistgd 
Tmtil at last I came across Ko- 
Uiko. My bald spots are being; 
covered Sow; the growth ie al- 
readr about three inehee/ 1 O, 
V. Mitchell reports: "I had 
Fpots eoiiipietely bald, over 
■chick h>ir is now growing since 
I used Kotalko.' 1 if«. Matilda 
Marwell reports; "The whole, 
frost of my bead was as bald 
d for »btj-t 15 years. Since using 





JToinBfo ir tcoxSsrftit 
for women's hair. 



da the pslm of m* ha 

Kotalke, hair is Rowing aL over the plats that ^raa bald,*' 1 
Hauy more splendid, courlr-cli^ reports fjora sstis^ed users. 

c^ntsini GEJTOTJTB BTAB, OH, and other potent in' 
greciects, Ko alcohol, no ahatnpoo ; bnt a hair elixir or 
. „ g wenderfrd efficacy. AH iuercJients are e.ifo ana haroijoas, 
hJbaw^lB even iot a child/a scalp ard hair. Positively KOTALKO ia 
one ds??ehtfT*i!y r*;]^hie hair preparation that succeeds 
Upon gsnnlne werife. Buy s box of KOTAiEO at lbs drag store. Or |aJk for Kotalko 
si^ the toilet gooda or omg counter oi any lerse deatrttnf-Tt atore. Remember the 
name, Aecept nothing else as "jnst aa good.'' S3Pn.0i) GUAaAinss. Or if yon send J 8 
cents (silver or stamps), yon trill receive a> PKOOr BOX of Kotalko -wilh BKOCHUTIS, 
EOStpaid. Determine ITOW to eliminate DANDROTJ, io treat BALLiNESa, to STO.P 
PAIB PBOM PALLrNO. Oat a box of guaranteed KOTALKO, apply onco or twice 
lafly; watch In your tnlraor, For PROOJ" BOX (10 cents, none otherwise) write to 

KOTALKO OFFICES, BA.375, Station X, New York 



tVOMAN WHO 
NAVIGATED 
NIAGARA IN 
BARREL DIES 



Anna Edsflti 
Taylor, the only 
woman who ever 



ara Falls in a 
barrel and lived, 
died in April. 

Mrs. Taylor 
made the trip 
oyer the falls on 
October 24/1901, 
in a crudely con- 
structed wooden 
barrel a3 a cast 
at fortune, but ill 
fortune pursued 
her f rou! the timo 
of her adventure 
to the time of her 
death. She wat 
fifty-eight years 

Mrs. Taylor 
■was towed out 
from La Salle, 
two miles above 
the falls, hy river 
men into the Ca- 
nadian channel, 
so that her barrel 
would jjuss over 
the Horseshoe 
Fall, where the 
water was deep- 
est. 

Her barrel went 
safelyth rough the 
upper rapids, took 
the plunge near 
the middle of the 

reappeared in the 
spume below the 
falls within half 
an hour. Mrs, 
Taylor -was se- 
verely injured 
and it was neces- 
sary to cut the 
barrel in halves 
to get her out. 
While she was re- 
ceiving m< >Aal 
attention her bar- 
rel was stolen. 

She recovered 
from h?r injuries 
•and made a ]pe- 
tnre tour of the 
West, but met 
with little 
cess. 



ill IS 
H H 




IE APS 



Write to Kiker & King, Advertising Offices, 118 East 2Sth Street, New York City, 
or S South Wnbasi: Avenue, Chicago, for particulars about advertising tn this magazine. 



AiDS TO EFFICIENCY 

WHITE THE WOROS f OR A SUNG. V, s revise poems. 

wrjia muaic aud AiUJtrswvvt! to ateui.e t/iiliii(;a.iin ci. Sun- 
uit: lioaiea art iny sublet. Broadway tjtuuius, ttioC. 
FltcscnM Dulitilng. New T«*. 



AGENTS 

AGEMTS-SASH fN ON PBOHIBITjON, 143 to m 

tveeltly; new faat-aellitlfi articles eumt B$fl wildfire 

Ohio. - 1 



At)0 SIDE LINE PAYING SIC. Solid cold genuine 
U'^nita uyntlwtle diamond rings aell or tratte. at flfi 
to SH& Cast you only 25 with full Kuaramee. 
Illustrated natatoa Jrao. UeULlte Co.. 116 tTaasau St.. 
D-li^Kew Toil!. 



ART AND DEN PICTURES 

PHOTO'S GiHL [.iOBELS Darin;; fw.s. SamjiJes 235. 

Ot*m Flail Wata Msli Bite " 

55<v Fin JI.Ou. Br-dru Ofttl _tlM>[ ~ 
- Vteiiitea. elc.. -ITk. 
»:dcs City, luwa. 



01 RL PIGTUHES -ilotl "Classy" ; 1G (ell di.TttoDt) 
51.00; two sampler, £3 cls. LnoLltioa eulEacf. United 
SUiSCCr. . SVtlir iin ald. Ill 



FOR SALE 

VCU CAN OWN n ctwd farm In JUeliltan at t,ur low 
Nation^] Itani, 



F YOU WANT_ to acll or sEthiin^ yt>m h />rt3]teriLy 

C-LiiitLnrrya 



write mo. 
Falls, Wg 



JOHN J, SLACK, mni St., 



ABSOLUTELY FREE— information about our mettled 
■jl li:>3iiiJiS rartsisttjl^rs s^-itle on choice, hardwood 
iBOd In Miditean. Ideal UtSdr conditions, succtttfui 
crops- EiE SUsiEL-afefi booklet telta ev«ryrhin£r. FREU 
— fit*i<I for if now. SwJg&rt, il-l^SS, First NatlonaJ 
limn. ]i'jiLfllEi(r, Chicago, III, 



PERSONAL 

MARRY iF LONESOME— Lades' to probe. sMp fifco, G*K 
ttennn'e membership two (Ufmths Site. Une year $2.5% 
Couy KieinbtJt-c n^nies^ address 25c, SWetheart'a Cor- 
rfMLJt'iittm^ CiiL b. bamo ti I ^iii 1 , Iowa, 



TOO FAT? Ttiiducc w kl.L ensi]y F pte&santiy, ao sfllf 
iiurvadofL, no strauucijir e*ereisi;E r reliable, jj tiara jitesii. 
Obtain Kcrein tabula any busy pEmrmncy or write fop 
frae^brotlvure, Kofsln Co.. ^ r B-a?0 F Station X JNflW 



DANDRUFF, Clear tlin J^ftllJ, rRiBotinE ciaTniruff com- 

BTOOf 6KC KotliiiO eiBcgs, StiUoil X, New 

Tort. 



MB. LONELY -It AN, a vfonilorful little ttife e waits you I 
Writo Mrj. W 11 lard, Biz 716. ChleaBi, luitwja. lol 
luforniiLtton. |Cnc I oae6i*nj ji-jgl ' e^yelotic: 



MARRY— Many jSOb: inrtfrailam for atoran. lira, 
Monfson, ansa W. Hu i fa St., Sea tile, Waaii. 



PIMPLES- Amie erupt i.Tns, face or bn,tj ; 3 know tite 
cauie, tnv internat treatment reuaovesj ft,* my special 
L^.^N'inaL nteiiamlaoil aradi^atea all oieniisiicfi uud 
Slopes uattltnt sldn. BW)£»t for stasnu, Hr. Itodierfl* 
las TEaflt 4T1K St., Cldcago. ^_ 



WHITE Lillian Sjiroul, Station O. CleTcJaild, 0., II 
you urfsh a pretty and wealthy ivlfe, Knelosc stamped 

enTeitiiic. ' 

LONELY MAIQEN, S6. m™W mBnyT Wrile lor Tiiai 

lure. Boi VMi. Syracuse . K. T . 



MARRY. SueeesEjul "Home Mnaei." Illtndreo's rlet. 

nontideatiil, reliable, yetirs' eJtcerienee, descriptiorJ 
tr; e. Tlia Successful Clul) , Tttif r,S0, OtWand, t'al. 



HELP WANTED 



WANTED— 1,50a Iti.U^ay Traffl^ IwsptwtofSiS Tin **cc- 
r.cixs: train ftir iLi^ protean itm thru spare time bomfl- 
£Lu((y; tusy tumis; f 1 5.0 to $Llu(; montlily ftud ^Fonacri 
guarmiturd, ctr irnmoy liarK. ^DlaH^ local or. trarel- 
ir.ir ; tinte r })ig ihajiv who ruwa t-a n Ei fc I tiy, t.et Frpp 
jiaokl*t ( Cil-101, auijilarj EijaJntas Train hi ii Inii.. 
BtiftVfe ^, T. 



MEN WANTED for De^Bciire Work. Eirrierjpnris wn- 
iiKfl^sH^. Y. ; riia J. GbDor, Former U. 3. SWrfi Ds- 



BE A DETECTiVE. Opportsiiiity fut uujii find vtHfi-m 
U\ jour iliFtrivi- Wrllti C. T. 



r«r secret lurjistaBi-^ 



Dept. M. j)ttroiL h 



LADIES WANTED, and frSEN, tow, Jo 

■■-! ■■ I ID altl i'--.! - ■• i : ::r : ..; :.:i:UitT -»C b MM fOl 
■_: r ^ I ».■ jt t.tr.it, tpure or vrjiala tfiae. Can 

1 10 fa $Sn wkly. ' No capital or mtrriKnco teqijireU, 
TS-ooh ftsjJln f rrs avervtldnjr; ;*tiiJ 10 eta. to troter p Da ut^ 
*ie. W*r<1 Fub- Cf) Th TIlioiL, t>,_R. 



DETEGTIVES EARN DIG RTONEY, Grtat etemstid for 



MrSCELLANEOUS 



STORIES. PGEIHS, f*LA YS, etc.. 
, i'liton. Submit JH1?U, or Wrtto 
ETftriJiJtjEit,. Mo, 



are wastieJ for pubH - 



AWBITIPUS WRJTEffS send tudij for -Fres Copy, 

ATJjL-rica'B leaajriy raajraiina foe writers 

Btd^wtti c-'mbk', SQUfjS. iiisiriitfrh'fi, 

DijfQii. tWii JjiiLlcr Cincinnati 

PATENTS, *S«!.BB 
Long c^p^Helapo 

stiilfi- jjroc'Jrfiil. 



CopjrttTbt — rateiUc-ft fl/e>ffl fVE-!. 
intent Roijcttnr. Tromrt iidvics, 
CnrTeinondt'.rLi?!!! snHeiLutl. He- 



FUWNY WA"H LE^T^S two ways, 10 a 

pc ht ijalrj. Ttlrj •■tf'i-'-'L? Co., JPlirjeMa, N. y. 

LE" RM TO OAfJfrE rcijiEirKablg now way. In a fflw 
liaura— nt nom^-Tn riTi7ftt& -ycu can Efaslly ni.istcr 
Tox. Trot. One Sti'p, Twj> StGji. Walta. an*! Jai«l popjj- 
lur (lanrteS by my fton rlr-rfu^ Naw rkifli^'aiii Mfeftai^: 

WrHe uHLbt for Ires detaiiit and SrccJsi Low Offer, 



IV.ARRY R)CK, lii.tidr«il« anxious. (JeseriTJt.lLTa list 

samrat:U-jt] gQEfanlced. Kc.tct Club, A. Rapid 

City, So. D ab. . ■ 

SIXTH AND SEVENTH BOOKS OF WOSES. E^lian 
setrata. RlMfc art-, olbtr rara bonlifi, Dftttftl ires. 
fttar RooiE Co.. Sheai, C amdco, N. ,L 



MARRY; 



': ,; .i.i; . ,.,)■■■ .i-i. l] pconlBa worth, r^ora 
^.i r uiju to $99*004 aoeltlnff early marriiis^r ti^crri^titma, 
r>Uotof F l»trDduciiu.is "(rtE. Staled. ElLi>er acx. Bend 
na ntonr? T Address H^andard Cor. €lt]»J J ^rayKlake, 7;1. 



GET MARRi ED. — Iiost IfatrimunlaJ mi** EUbMabed, 
il^lleil FHEE. Araerluan DtatrlbuLor, Suite ^17. 

ntftirsViLLa. FL'bna. ' 

MAHRV— FREE PHONOS beautiful Udlcs; descrJjnlona 



and directory; 



wiaen married, Nuw Plan Co.. 
HA 



MARRY — MARRI AG 

destriutloiia free. . .. 



DIRECTORY _ plgon ^ and 



wben married. The 



anp>. 



HUNDREDS— Worth $1,000 to f ultber sen. ob. 

jeet ftarly ro#.rri*ce. CciTifldwiUal: diiHcri:)tiona 1r«fb 

M fe. Martin , B os 10^ t W iehlta. Kansas. 

WHY BE LONESOME? Totn otir club and mak-i Jn- 

toroatiuj? friend?. Sena iltaTfttJOd ftnFclopt 
Duraau. £M)4 IS. >.iain<fq St., Ctnc^ m. 



MARRY— for apaedy marriflKe, AbsaJuEQtt the bast 
largest in ttie cuur.try] rtielrllshpd 16 yfla-rs; tlioU- 
tinda, wHttthf idsmbflre* botli stxpa. wishlnc early 
mftrrifl^e: confidcntitLl; descriptions Free. The Old Bo- 
fotiza Clijn r Mrs, Wiub&t Box ^n, Oaltland, Cah 



LAfJ t ES— TJsb ICatherterOit Antfaeptlc Powdsra. ClPana- 
lr^ r sootlv.ns, heajin^ 10 In plahi box with direct 
tions, tiC*STUfl!dK t'.OO. FaUierLfr£og Cq„ SOU EOth 
St, i A-Sl . Kh w TqtIl 



31 NO ERE LADIES and GENTLEMEN nlio vrkh to 
marry. ConndcnT.ial anil 3-a.ti *f action r Bux 73, Arcada 
3tatl0ft, Los Angglep, Catlt- 



SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR LIFE STORY in tift stars. &mrJ birth dale find 
[ilrr.1 1 for dial raiding. ^ii.Tnjan. Ttanld r:Hj, Daic. 



ASTROLOGY— STARS TlTLL LIFE'S STORY. 

My:. I Hi a (a and dims tor ui^I reading. Eddf, 

joiTtirson^ TianjM City. Mo, " AuATHutuit 73. ' 



SONGWRITERS 

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG— Ws write tf.* 
tnu^lc, ^p^rE^hi and print pvofepglnriai " d-fln-plic* wiilnh 
arc dtnlributrd to over 200 pntronuiyr* and th^airpB and 
auEjmitteri To fiO inilriiisners (f\r iHifr'k'Ei?. sfi.1^;. Our t:llief 
Of Staff wroto the CK^ATPlST KAlXAD SUCCEHfJ OP. 
ALT, TIME. MILLIONS! of POPifs of !iifl ^n-a havfl 
been sold, T^ll StudJoa, 1490 Broadway, Dapt r 713, 

Xew Yoth. 

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG r rerist* rKienia, 

Its n,U9-Eo PlJld iatBTlUllftfi tO KCPHTfi J\\t bllCd tMlL 



Wsst. cr:£i[j<iior r^als, M.li,. Studla L r 4;i7 Broadway, S«bmit poems on nny uutijeet, Uroadway Studios, 
^ mm Usa-.JPitWflW Bulldlflfi ^ew York, 



SONGWRITERS— Continued 

HAVE YOU SDNS POEM 7 1 liav'j bsit Brojwsltlnn. 

3t* y HibbPler. 4040 Ojcfc«QS Atti., ClllfmeOr 

WHITE "THE - WO BUS FOB A~RONQ. ttu wlli'ootn- 

pflftfl music, Accuro coyyrictst, bimJ |frlm r Submit 
mcim nn tns subject SBTON HLl!>l(3 COMPANY, 
BS1! S. Mii'.hlinm Aii.j fioow 123. Cta lcjjU. 

STAMMERING 

CT-STU-T- 7 . r j ; ,; gjjj B uimlilemiK I »t hODO*L 
nutrucllttr booklet frefi. Waller Mi:UoiuicUp 15 
ygggtfrgg ISnuk Wj^faWjg^j I?- C 

TOBACCO HABIT 

TOBACCO or &uoB llsoit cuMd or no W* fl U 
curecL Jfri'nifJy mtui on trial* 6upnr.tj* Co., F-::, 
Bilt1 mi>r e _ Md 

TOBACCO KILLS MANLV VIGOR. Quit hsblt ssa.lp. 

A)t? form, ■.: :r.v sliL-ikliLj; ur ?UU*T* CUred GT DO 

cltfcrse. 1( eurpsi, SI, Stops craTlnff. hurra t^fl. tfuli 

renjaiij mi trial. FsirkJna Co. H 11-51 liastiiifti, Weljr, 



BLAKK CARTRIDGE PISTOL 

50c. 




— i scato j pmv 

_ . . hen !«dcd te Tn*i 

r<Tp[rpr tffi'.-iit JEUi^nr lis t[*a. It rsSr^B wraTiri* 
■Tri.iKt'nf, JJImjS Ctf^ririS-'B fiKtniubla >*VhrT- 
iwltere, tfrsat PrOi* clwii Avoirs** Qur£l=r-j. 
Trumps #:id '- r J^i^ Y>.:iL i-m un it l/iiiff »lr?ut 

£1.00. ffijiKtnnr"!^'; F 3tg fbL t ubl^p<vfl mjjfiri ■ ■■■ 

uaESTT ^*n^Ha ei aat co . c« o^, t 577 Laicwi 




4 ninntft -r:rn lfl{#rttJt Yauflro BOO 



.nil j lT }9tj pi n vfl . j tvit - ^iiivh - nn 

UUP R,fter [Fan eXUApr.ftrLon.i ufnr.li IS. HO 
. . . ~« Yoa arc PSOBV n* (JfrUCQEifin Iti buf, ciuina 
fpi full ifif □fni*itan . f* 1-: t «*T (Wat rrvri.1 <rf I ll GO. 

», ! OVERS U U !DE,«f Ai!ssy«M« # Hifrr«yi 

1 i..fj7 flhiT-UUt KftDf S* Sit Tj't i lo l'iVib SLi^ Prujiii** V-rr^T. 
. _ ^Jivw i0ljElfl^aK|flb.PiCllBlaf L -S3j* ^jjj l[is Fa T'lr s n.nllfl*. 
J^i Luc ^ iL»t*^(J .0£i. , t i . All iibfaj'flb batatal f B U. r*T". 4 O C ^"O | O 

IVAHij 1T1S, CO., XUbii, SJ. H. 




From factor 13 to i)oi£ 

IhMIi wtsiThiO*. W(-u 

«Wp OB •pDMKjit. Vnu'll t B ^lishtad 

BIACK. BEAUTY* 

— alflaT* Tirlttty ft? tn^rlfh to rhivuo 
from. Plfk the ^ , 

tr-itit H ctfiTCM pir.p-h.}. A UIMiil 

p«s»i* Hod flollAT a ffCflk. PSfa f Qti 
t-i^.v.r.(.: f.v...ii,.-' Kcia] cS< n 1 policy 



HAVERFORD CYCLE COMPANY Bir »tw c^mlog 
5t> j Black Beauty Owner Avfinl 




m% 



V-c-j, ttlop it, you know 

bf jour w n exp orl cp 

ia onlp h LUnke-SFiIftf 
p T tatse proo u^aln^t a 
^nllupsins waEU itnti that 
It IB uudti-mlisinj yawr 
i ' f j — 1 1 ' ' . WHr, tbfin, con- 
tiniio ts w^ar Ut Hem 
is. a tutto* wayi wittcb 
means that tiresome, 
4 01 ■ : .i.iv ou_" in ■■: Can 
Ihrown 11 way torerer* 
and If^ all baciusa 
Stuart's flQ-P A j j 
lire i Mfarani* be^ne 
medicine appticatflra 
MiadQSEitl-adhesivti |iur- 
.f>w:ly *n prevent sILe)^ 
pln^ to afford aa 
fttT.'iaU'B^rticnt to hold tho 
pafts securaly in placa. 

HQ STRAPS, 

iauckt.ES On 

G PHI HOB 
ATTACHED, 

cannot ?. 1 1 c ■. aa 

press ^umst tb{* 
i f Ti- -. 

TKcusaj-ida hava ivantod ^hamaatvea In tha prlvicy of 
the home, and report mast obstln^tB cs.ses cured— no 
deliiy Irord work. Soft s« vorv*t— ^a*y fio eppijf— Iooji- 
paiialvo. iProoertS til recovery Is nytuml, so alterv/artls 
no iTae for bnfiAfi3. Awapriad Gold alsdal InisnictLorjiil 
K x p l;s L I fou fl R&mi' ; Cfr^; n d F rix, F h ris. W H I u aa t oo" 3 y t a 
prove it by aerid'ns TJilAL FLAPAO. FREE* Address, 
■Pkoao Cs, SHtfcS S£vue &^dj r St* Louie, Mo» 



OH BOYSpOIRLS^ 

Jul th 




_ * with BL AJ! PH 3EJE. _ 

tllltlCj IdL'te, bp3« oi * *i">r t mtfi r- t.r-i-ul(* rteEiltf 
In fiuhuult ttsiy oid plftijo- lili(f FDN (oulifif? l^tidait?^*, ^ 
I*dlI«oDtnTi.Vi , JundE I Cjaxu^riumjUyscinyoLirt^n^He 
unw^Ti, always r-rm! to nwT.'y auy4tt«< lmt, BFrd?.*LvS 

Si«H< WrltltiiTrU'Bi.alsii &!*■£) g IMbl UB £ | 
'iVIuJi. all for 10*, a for ifr^ 'no eta]nnfl) t ■ s?sr | 
CLAXO TRiCK CO., Dept. » N@wHavEn.Cpnn. 




Send To-day 

Far tht Most Fascinating 

Garn» or tho A^s. 

ArnL*alft tn touhjs or old! 
— tn-a titiw gUfiio every on« 
is cran? alaour; — none so 
BtmpiQ or fescLnaUa?, 
Carry U In your BQuvt 
arid Jpu*!l wish to uiay 
Bautlf »tif( dfsy. ^HwW^ 
Kany to iffo or many. 

Wonderful K ftttrBrtlvfi, Bp lirst in your orowd to 
own a CiiMMtr— ihj) fasffHt (tame yet. fVrwl 50 cents 
tor ^i^nrs of $1,30 ior GiMira outat luti, loo 
roitDtom. iJte. 

OH*: IflfJi^l Sloncy li«ti jf not SftUsR^rt. 



TURNED 0VEE 
A NEW LEAF 

I 

I Announcing re- 
cently that he 
personally "had 
turned over a nt?w 
leaf; had cut out 
liquor, and would 
never Kgain lay 
a wager on cards 
or any other gam- 
bling game," ac- 
cording to the 
Williamson ( W. 
Va.) Dully N&ws, 
Sheriff "Don" 
Chajfin of this 
(Logan). County 
invited thosej in- 
clined toward 
those pastimes to 
follow suit or pay 
the penalty. Since 
early in January 
the cleaning - up 
process has gone 
oil. He personal- 
ly brought in two 
or three stills, a 
lot of other il- 
legal uarapber- 
nalia and an au- 
tomobile load of 
"evidence," de- 
olarmg it ilad 

be en a "slow" 
week, 

"It looks like 
WW boys were 
taking u s ai our 
word and were 
f«f going back 
i.o the miries and 
their farms and 
gardens, rather 
than keep up the 
trouble in Logan 
County by sup- 
plying the citi- 
zens with 'moun- 
tain dew'," Ctafe 
said, according to 
the Newn. "Wei] 
they'd better keep 
on getting good," 
he is sairl to have 
concluded, "as 
there are not go- 
ing to be any 
more liquor viola- 
tions in Lo^an 
-when this office 
gets through." 

Chafin is of a 
typical mountain- 
eer type. 



OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 

Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They Contain 
Valuable in'mmatiftn on Almost Every Subject 

KUi 68,— U«W TO 1JKCOMS AN BA'(![NEEK.-Cl)ll- 

fining r l l ^ ^ Lustrtiet Lmis Low ti. beconie a loeoui olive 
-ntlnicr; aisu directions for lii,Hdirjg .! wiidel locomo- 
tive; rusethor w'lh « ' uli desert P> ion uf 1, : u,; aa 
s«igj!)w singula know. 

No S4. HOW TO S13 A nilTECTIVE.— ity Old King 
UvrUS, the well -known ile active. In wiuVii be Ktya down 
soiiie lu.natile t'ukb EOT Ueginner3, and umo relates some 
id cull (H res oC wull-liHtHTll detectives. 

No. &i. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.— 
Canliiiililij: Useful Information regard lug the! camera 
sua Imw W work it; also haw to make Photographic 
omsic Lnuu'ru Klid.es and other Transparencies, Hnnd- 
imSuti i.;uw™ieu. 

No 61. HOW TO MARE ELECTKICAL MACHINES, 
— Coiilaihiu-t "ill illi't'tUcins fur making electrical ma- 
il ines, Inuiieilju L-«3iIa. dynamos and many uuvel toys 
to be worked by electricity. By E. A. It. Bennett. Frilly 

♦ Llnslfilt''il. 

No «3. JllILnOON'S JOEiES.— The niORt original Joist 
hook" Ktei published, and It is brimful of wit and 
tinmor. It contains a large collection or songs, Jokes, 
twiiiitfirtira/a, etc., tit Xeiileiufu Uttjdosn, the great wit, 
humorist and practical Joker 0* toe day. 

No • hi,. iiO IV TO i'b&ZL-iaiS, — I- u til in in g over 
three* uuiHjMd lBtBi'«i|iaB paries ana euuiiuur uins,. with 
Key to BBUte. A cumulate Hook, i'ully illustrated. 

No iiL— HOV. To 1W lUMi'KiCAL T KICKS.— Con- 
taiuliis a la. ye collation «£ lart^ttvt OiWjjUj' 
amusing elect, teal tricks, together wltli illustrations. 

liy A- AlldorSOtl. 

No «*. MOW TO OO CHEMICAL TiUCitB,— Con- 
taining over one hundred highly ituiUsliiB and instruc- 
tive tricks Willi chemicals. By A. Anderson. Hand- 
somely illustrated. 

So. BU, MOW TO DO SLElGHT-or-SANO.— Conialn- 
ina over liity ol tlie latem ami bent tricks used by 

l uuy illustrated. 

Nil W. ttOW TO MARE MAGIC TOYS, — Containing 
full directions lor making Magic Toys and devices of 
iiiuuy mud*. 1 ally illustrated. 

No. U. HOW TO OO MKL'iiAl.tCAi. TitlCliS.— Con- 
titliiUS C»ll»le!« Instructions foe performing over slity. 
M^cuni.icm Tneiis. ii-ully illUHtciuod. 

No. 44, uoti' TO OO SXXT1- TJUtTKS WSTtl CASrtS. 
~ !i in lint WLitf all ot till! laiesE and uioiii decfttife card 
tTlcSS, witii illustrations. 

No. 14, HOW TO WKiTiC I.iiTTEKij COltftJSCTJ.Y 

.-i:»,.tisiuiliK : lj t i iustni'Uiuii.-i tut wiiEiut; ,ct.er:j on a!- 
uiost ally uutij^ct; aiao rules tor pill" " 
on ail Ion, uiin *n eel men letturs. 

NO la. HOW TO TELL iOli'TUNHiB «¥ TICK HAXD, 
-Contniniiii; uilcs tor tcilius fortune uy tlie nia ft 
lines of tlie liana or tlie WGl*t W yilniistry. Also 
Secret ui tetiiiiK future even it Uy u.id or 
sears, ete. Illustrated. 

N». 77. HOW TO OO rOKTJf TXIICKB WITil 
CAKD&,— Con tain in jj deceytlve Card Trleks as par formed 
by leading eoujuiviM ant! muyjciaiis, Arraajsed for 
koina aaiusertieot. l-'nily iilustrai ad, 

No. SO. GV* WILLI iUSSM BOOK,— Containing 

lie Latest jokes, anecdotes and luuiiy sioiles of tlds 
TOrld-reiiotvucd Oaruian totaedian. Kisty-loui' pages; 
tiandsgnie colored cover,' containing a hull-ione pliotu of 
Uii! Mullior. 

No. S3. HOW TO DO PALMIST !tY. — Coll Uliuln£ the 
most approved metuods of reading the lines on I lie 
liand, together with a fuil explanation of I heir meaning. 
Also exnl lining yilrelioiosy, and the key for tiilln^ ebai"- 
acter by n.e^imuip^ on ( U.e Iisad. By Lao Huso Xocli, 

No. US. HOW TO HVi'NOTIZE. — ConlalninK ralaable 
^■..■jd Inst rtie live Inforuiatlon I'egnrdinij t.tio sdeitce of 
1,'ypnollsnn. Also explaining the must approved methnds 
which are eia ployed h? the leading hypnotists of the 
world By Lao Jingo Koch. A. C. S. 
1'or sale tiY nil newsdealers, or will Le sent to any 
address ou receipt of price, 10c. per copy, la 
money or stamps, by 

FKANK TOU3BY. Publisher, 
!Mi nest 23d Street, Kew Vork. 



PLUCK AND LUCK 

i.ATliliT 1K5U1L5 

lll'.l "3"; nr. The Ten Treasure Hnnsea of tlie Tartar 
King, 

jlli^ Haltrwttl ltob; oi, The Train ft rcektrs ol tile West. 
lliiU A iiUlilo unite »! lb; er, Tlie Auitvlt-an Boy Croesus. 
11U1 I'be Arras Wli.'te Bc«tW{ or, The liaad ot i'ate. 
llt.5 tSllamos U'ltricu; or. The XiolJ Boy of Qlingali. 
Ils6 The Mkelelon Scout; or. The Dread itider ui the 
Plains. 

HOT '■JUeriv JIutt"; or, The Will o* the Wisp «f ll'lur-." 
11178 Tilt U«v With uV Steel Mask; or, A face That 

. Was Sever Seen. 
HOB Clear the Track Tom; or, The Youngest Engineer 
on the ::<..... 

117(1 On I tain -luck ISnrry; or. Tho Yoiuic fuln. of the 
American Navy. 

1171 I.anghinn Lutie, the Yankee Spy uf the K^volution. 

1172 From tTiitter hi President; or, Tne LtieK Cf a Waif. 
117:1 11 a vy Ct'oeliett, Jr.; or, "Be Sine You're itigbt. 

Then tJo Alionrt," 
HT-i The Young Ufa maud Hunters ; or, Tsvo Iliiuaway 

Bovp In TL-aas-iue Land. 
1175 The Phantom BriEW, The Cl.nse of the F lying 
Clinpetv 

117li "Siieciiil" Rob; or. The I'rtde»of I he Eoad, 
1177 Three Clihuais; or, Tlie Hosses ill the Sehnol. 
117S The Drummer Boy's Secret ; er, Oath-Botuui on the 

117Q J*ck 1 Hmdf.ird'; or, The Smuggles of a Watklug 
Boy. 

1180 The I'liknown Renegade; or. The Three (Jrent 
Sfolits, 

IIS1 SO Degrees Nortb; or, Tivo Years on the Arctic 
Circle. 

SJjBS Hunnliig Rob; or. Mad Anthony's Itollicklng Scout, 
Ueli Down ilie Shaft : or. Tin- Hidilen I-'oi tune of a 
llov Mindr, , 

ItSi The Buy Te'egrapli lusneetors; or, Across the Con- 

- tiiient an a Hand-Car. 
nsa Ka/.orr-Ji: or. Ijost Aniorg the Hcafl-Bituters. 
]1SG Froio Newsboy to President; or. Fighting for Fame 
and Fortune. 

J1S7 Turk Ilarro'rl. the Cabin Boy; or. Ten Years on an 

Unlucky Ship, 
1IS8 Uold Rolt'bi »f, Paudy Kills' Lust Trail. 
HSy Dick DaritaiL [be Poorbouse Hoy; or, The gtne- 

siefi of n h' fie ml. I ess Wait. 
UM Tlie Hocubrd 1-tghi house; or, The Black Ennil of 
1 be deist, 

11P1 The Boss Boy Ik. ot black nf New York; or, Climbine 

HJi tMS*it of Fortiiae. 
IP)? Vbe Silver TigeJ"; or, The Adventures of a Youne 

Ainerieun in India. 
JIBS Sher.uHi/i Boy Spy; or, The llareh to the 

Sra. 

KISS C01tft£CTJ.Y. 111,1 Kir -^i n '," Engineer; or, The pluckiest 

§Sa^®1^8t «W Wit* %8k W; or. The White Boys f Tip- 



rol^tbc'Ma's-net 



111*5 um» 

[t/i rnrv- 

1100 E1T CrtTflfl* 1 * Kit: pr. Vhe ftM 
Wj-i B-'.tnud iiie Auioia; or, The Seat 
Monntaiti. 
HfVfti Pluiiii'iid Rhulh. or 
Over (be Linr-; or, The 
lilvei-dato S.rhofila, 

1200 Tlu^ Twei;ty gllfittt Wolves; or, Tlie Wild Riders of 

1201 A New Yrtrlt Working Boy; or, A right for a t'or- 

1202 Jul* ' the .Higgler; or. A Boy's Search For His 
.rister. 



1203 Litt&^ftra] .roues; or, The Scourge of ttto BrltisU 

ait. 

an. 



Fnr wale by »It perrsilealers. or wi 
dress on receipt nl iirkc, ',e. Her 
tin^e stamps, Uy 

HAERY B. WOfcfef, P„o„ 186 W. -3d St., N. V, 



SCENARIOS ^ t ?hem 

Prifie %K C«itK PftT Copy 

This bonis Foiitai&B fill tlie most rfcent ohjinges In tlie 
fiK^iiQit of r?otiEtrucTion niiti buLidiIsrIoij, of scenarios 
Sli'ty Les.'SOQJS, tcjvprhxg: *?Tery pij.ifle at fscenario wrK- 
izig. For *iile by nil NetvarjEntar?; and I*ook^t^i*e^. 

ynu eHTtrcoi pmenre n rnpy, ^niifl i;^ thv 7ir>re, 
Sft lay i trti In monry or lioRtae:? stamps, and will 
rlittJ] .von pun^^gL* fre?. A<i<lr» i ^ 

J,. SENAitKNR, Sill BtVKvitli five,, Xbw Yoi-k. N. Yi 



